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Tlie  Association  has  a  membership  of  109.  Of  ihese,  31 
are  marriotl.  There  have  liecn  six  deaths  :  one  from  Class 
of  '74,  two  from  '76,  two  frojn  '77,  anrl  one  from  '82. 
Tliere  are  thiriyf  (jrandcliitdrtn  claiming  the  jiroleetion  of 
Ihe  P.  !■■.  C. 


A  FTEK  you  have  rtiid  my  columus, 

L  iDgef  just  a  little  wliik*, 

U  nto  me  you  owe  a  ilebt  now. 

Jt  any  are  the  fiieiids  you  lovctl, 

N  anicd  upon  my  pages  here. 

A  re  yoii  glad  lo  leani  their  doiugs, 

E  veu  if  but  once  a  year  ? 

K  ouud  our  Alma  i^Iater  gathering, 
E  very  oue  shuuld  promise  here, 
C  oiitributions  brief  or  lengthy, 
O  n  my  pages  to  appear. 
R  ead  by  sisters  that  ate  absent, 
D  oubly  dear  yonr  worils  will  seem, 
K  very  line  will  bring  a  niomory, 
R  escucd  from  life's  rushing  stream. 


of  soul "  is  not  such  as  would  be  expected 
from  a  learned  body  of  men,  yet  is  as 
well,  for  we  are  safe  from  all  danger  of 
mental  indigestion.  There  is  another 
way  by  which  we  can  show  our  interest 
in  the  Association,  for  if  tliis  paper  meets 
with  your  favor,  and  is  continued  another 
year,  we  beg  you  will  co-operate  with, 
and  aid  our  successors  in  their  difficult 
task.  If  you  are  asked  to  write  some- 
thing, do  so;  anythiKg  will  be  acceptable, 
a  letter  or  poem,  or  article  on  any  sub- 
ject— 

"The  meaning  doeau't  matter,  if  its  only  idle  clatter 
Of  a  trail scendeutiil  kind." — 

And  now,  with  greeting  to  eacli  Alumna, 
and  best  wishes  for  the  Class  of  '83,  the 
Recorder  comes  before  you,  asking  in- 
dulgence for  all  faTilts,  and  promising, 
with  your  aid,  to  be  better  in  the  future. 


■'  Every  ediiorof  a  newspaper  pays  tribute  to  the  devil." — 
La  J-onlauu: 

Since  the  history  of  Eve  was  written, 
down  to  the  present  time  when  Henry 
James,  Jr.,  writes  such  disparaging  things 
abovit  -  ottr^^GX",  Tai'lonis  have  'ioen  4ho 
opinions  expressed  by  men  with  regard 
to  woman.  Virgil  calls  her  a  ^'  change- 
ful and  variabj.e  ihingP  Shakspeare  says 
''Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman,"  and  Mil- 
ton calls  her  "  Fairest  of  creation."  To 
all  these  agreeable  things  we  assent;  as 
to  our  follies,  we  own  to  them  also,  but 
there  is  good  reason  for  their  existence, 
for  some  one  in  Adam  Bede  says,  "I'm 
not  denyin'  women  are  foolish ;  God 
Almighty  made  'em  to  match  the  men." 
But  when  they  say  women  have  no  busi- 
ness ability,  we  rebel ;  and  we  graduates 
of  the  P.  F.  C.  are  going  to  disprove  it 
as  far  as  we  are  concerned,  by  publishing 
a  real  newspaper.  The  main  object  of 
this  paper  is  to  create  more  interest  in 
the  Alumnae  Association.  -  But  why  is 
there  such  a  lack  of  interest  \  The  place 
where  we  have  spent  so  many  happy  days, 
formed  warm  friendships,  and  acquired 
such  stores  of  knowledge,  slionld  be  dear 
to  us,  and  when  we  have  the  opportunity 
once  a  year  of  meeting  these  friends, 
talking  over  old  times  and  airing  our 
knowledge,  we  should  avail  ourselves  of 
it.  But  how  many  do "?  T'here  are  over 
one  hundred  names  on  our  roll,  and 
though  two-tltirds  of  these  live  in  Pitts- 
burgh or  within  a  few  hours  of  it,  still 
we  seldom  have  more  than  one-fourth  the 
number  present,  and  each  year  the  meet- 
ings grow  "  smaller  and  beautifully  less." 
^  To  those  who  say  the  meetings  are  dull 
and  uninteresting,  we  say,  come  and  help 
make  them  more  entertaining.  To  be 
sure,  "  the  feast  of  reason  and  the  fli 


I  HAVE  heard,  that  the  word  neim  is 
formed  by  taking  the  initial  letter  of 
the  four  words  forming  the  points  of  the 
compass.  North,  East,  West  and  South. 
If  this  be  true,  and  if  a  newspaper  must 
contain  matter  from  parts  so  remote,  the 
RECORDEii  must  be  called  by  some  other — 
sweeter  name; 

Though  we  sent,  cards  to  the  hundred 
and  nine  Alumnae,  not  more  than  twenty 
replied,  and  of  those],  half  *'  had  nothing 
to  sa}','-      -'.  >*         - — 

You  can  readily  see  the  difficulty  of 
editing  a  paper,  and  making  it  entertain- 
ing, with  so  little,  interest  taken,  and  so 
few  personal  items  sent ;  as  it  is  upon 
the  personal  column  we  must  rely  for  the 
success  of  our  paper.  We  sincerely  trust 
our  sister  editors  may  so  word  their  re- 
quest for  contributions,  that  each  gradu- 
ate will  heartily  respond.  Another  serious 
trouble  to  there  being  a  second  edition  of 
this  paper,  is  the  lack  of  funds ;  evert 
fewer  responded  to  the  call  for  fifty  cents. 
This  yearly  tax  should  amount  to  fifty 
dollars,  and  should  defray  (*//  Alumnae 
expenses.  Instead  we  had,  until  within 
a  few  days,  about  sixteen  dollars.  The 
printing  of  this  paper  cost  fifteen,  and  all 
incidental  expenses,  such  as  sending  the 
notices,  are  borne  by  the  persons  sendin^ 
them.  We  do  therefore  beg,  if  this 
paper  has  been  of  any  interest  to  you  ; 
has  recalled  old  college  days,  and  class- 
mates dear,  you  will  help  to  swell  its 
columns  and  defray  its  expenses, 


Na-Ka.  Roka,  Baiicho,  Tokio,  Japan. 
This  is  not  an  enigma,  but  merely  tlie 
address  of  Miss  Annie  Davis,  who  has 
been  engaged  in  missionary  work  for 
two  years. 

Miss  Lafie  Reed  writes  very  enthusi- 
astically on  the  subject  of  an  Alumnae 
Paper. 

Miss  Jennie  Janks,  of  '76,  has  been 
studying  music  in  Germany  the  past 
year. 


Fort  FUis,  Mon.  Ter. 

As  I  cannot  meet  with  the  Alumnae 
in  June,  I  will  let  them  hear  from  me,  at 
least.  I  look  forward  with  pleasure  to 
the  arrival  of  the  paper  you  expect  to 
edit,  hoping  to  hear  from  some  of  my  old 
friends.  I  (to  use  an  army  phrase)  "  mar- 
ried into  the  cavaUy,"  six  years  ago  last 
September.  As  the  cavalry  must  gener- 
ally serve  ou  the  frontier,  we  look  fox-ward 
to  being  isolated  from  friends  and  society, 
as  long  as  there  is  a  frontier.  It  will 
soon  be  a  question  as  to  toltere  it  is.  The 
Northern  Pacific  R.  R.  passess  right 
through  tliis  Post  of  oursr,  and  towns  are 
building  up  rapidly  all  along  the  railroad. 
We  have  no  Indians  about  us  here,  but 
the  Crow  Reservation  is  not  very  far  off, 
and  these  Indians  are  so  dissatisfied  with 
having  the  railroad  cross  their  reserva- 
tion, that  they  threaten  trouble.  The 
poor  Indians !  I  believe  the  army  has 
the  most  sympathy  for  them  in  the  treats 
ment  they  receive,  yet  when  they  break 
out,  the  soldiers  must  either  punish  them 
for  it,  or  suffer  themselves.  I  may  say 
en  passant,  that  there  are  matters  in  the 
army  regime  that  women  miglit  set  to 
rights,  but  we  find  that  we  are  expected, 
like  small  children,  to  be  seen  and  not 
heard.  In  fact,  I  think  they  sometimes 
so^iur  lorget'us,  tiMt"  wu  ait;  iiot  cvei^. 
seen.  Fort  Ellis  has  a  garrison  of  only 
three  companies,  (two  of  infantry  and 
one  of  cavalry)  and  is  very  quiet.  The 
town  of  Bozeman  is  only  three  miles 
from  us,  but  with  a  road  between  it  and 
the  Post  that  is  up  and  down  hill,  we 
very  seldom  venture  to  town  after  night. 

The  monotony  of  our  lives,  however, 
is  not  as  hard  for  me  to  bear  as  it  is  for 
others  here,  as  I  have  my  three  little 
girls.  Two  or  three  very  lively,  mis- 
chievous youngsters  keep  one  about  as 
busy  as  one  cares  to  be.  The  servant 
question  is  a  more  absorbing  one  to  us 
here,  than  it  is  anywhere  else  in  the 
world.  As  it  hears  a  close  relation  to 
what  we  shall  eat,  we  might  call  it  a 
gnawing  anxiety.  When  we  come  back 
from  the  East,  we  bring  the  most  hideous, 
crooked-eyed,  ancient  females  we  can  find, 
for  domestics,  but  Jo  and  behold,  after 
they  have  beeu  Iiere  a  mouth  or  two  we 
find  them  sprucing  up,  and  shortly  mar- 
rying fine  looking  young  soldiers.  Emi- 
grants in  great  numbers  are  now  push- 
ing out  this  way,  so  we  hope  in  a  short 
time  to  be  somewhat  relieved  of  this 
trouble.  This  summer  I  hope  to  make  a 
trip  to  the  National  Park.  We  are  only 
ninety  miles  from  Mammoth  Hot  Springs, 
and  a  branch  railroad  will  run  directly 
there.  I  also  hope  for  a  visit  this  summer 
from  my  sister  (Miss  Flora  McKnight). 
With  best  wishes  for  the  happiness  of  all 
the  Alumnae,  and  success  to  the  Associ- 
ation,    Sincerely  yours, 

B.  McKnight-Gregg. 


^LTJl-d:iTJLE     K-ECOE-IDEE,. 


Wdbn"  I  "  commenced,"  ns  graduates  say, 
Tbiiiks  I  to  iiiyaelf,  on  that  very  day  ; 
Now.  having  the  time,  I'll  iiy  to  see 
Some  or  the  sights  of  my  native  country. 

I  hied  me  away  with  mind  at  rest, 
Slioulderiii::  my  frrip-siick.  1  turned  to  the  West. 
Oft  had  I  read,  and  well  diil  I  know, 
Of  wonderful  siglits  in  Colrjrado, 

There  over  the  praiiic  far  and  wide, 
■Woie  herds  of  catllo  with  branded  liido, 
Grazing  on  desert  land,  as  1  guessed. 
Oil !  wondrous  land  is  that  of  the  West ! 

Pushing  slnnji  with  temh'e  rate, 
Rapidly  jiassiuE  o'fir  many  ii  State, 
We  pitched  our  tent  near  the  far  famnd  liills. 
Trembling  with  fear  of  "  Buffnlo  Dills." 

There  was  Pike's  Peak  in  licr  cnp  of  white. 
Bidding  her  dauL'hteis,  the  Rockies,  good  night. 
As  the  sun  sank  low  with  wondrous  grace, 
Casting  liglits  and  shadows  upon  hur  face. 

Thus  seeing  the  sights  I  spent  the  time  ; 
Too  lengthy  a  tale  to  toll  in  this  rhyme. 
I  now  look  forward  across  the  sea, 
As  I  catch  the  gliinpse  wliich  comes  to  me. 

Problems  of  matlieniatieal  kind, 

And  Gorman  at  present  engage  my  mind  ; 

Al-o,  I  must  not  forget  to  say, 

I  wedded  a  mu.sical  elf  one  day. 

With  his  groans  and  wails  my  heart  was  wrung, 
Most  pitiful  song  in  those  days  he  sung. 
It  was  thus  he  chanced  my  heart  to  win ; 
I've  given  my  hand  to  my  violin. 

UEOiti:;i\  Okmond,  Class  '81. 


RUSHYILLE,  InD.,  1 

May23d,  1S83.      ] 
Correspondinq  Secreiary  of  the  Alumnae 

of  the  P.  k  C.  : 

Am  I  too  late  in  reporting  myself  to 
our  beloved  Alma  Mater  1  I  hope  not. 
If  it  would  not  .shock  the  modesty  of  the 
Class  of  'S3,  I'd  offer  iny  little  excuse  for 
the  delay,  but  teething  babies,  house 
cleaning  and  measles  are  not  to  be  men- 
I  ilic  same  'Ia\  i-n  dissertations 
.,  UuVaou  n  J  1, ,..(•.  "  "The  Sea 
^_-;'  Liii..  all'!  what  I.if"-  .lio^ond."  Some 
of  us  could  give  ^83  a  lew  pointers  on 
these  subjects,  but  we  kindly  refrain, 
sparing  them  the  folly  of  being  wise. 
But  to  return  to  the  short  catechism.  I 
am  Mrs.  Ella  Hutchinson-Pugh,  of  Rush- 
ville,  Ind.,  Class '7-t.  When  I  add  that 
I  have  one  child,  aged  six  months,  I  need 
waste  no  words  as  to  ray  occupation 
during  the  past  year.  The  only  other 
member  of  our  Associntion  that  I  have 
seen  for  years,  is  j\Irs,  L,aura  l.ocke- 
Fletcher,  of  Indianapolis.  She  is  married 
to  a  banker  of  that  place,  and  when  I 
saw  her,  three  years  ago,  she  liad  tliree 
children,  but  I  hope  and  believe  she  will 
speak  for  her  herself,  and  now  may  I  say 
a  few  words  to  the  Class  of  '74  through 
the  Association  jiaper  ^  1  know  of  no 
other  way  to  reach  them. 

Dear  01(174. — Where  are  you  all,  Nellie 
Barker,  Lida  Campbell,  Annie  Davis, 
Eva  Davis,  Sallie  .Frazier,  Ella  Hutchin- 
son, Bee  Renshaw,  Annie  Shriver,  Lee 
Singleton,  Annie  Sterrett,  Jannie  Stew- 
art, Helen  Townsend  1 

That's  the  old  roll  call,  but  most  of 
us  have  lost  our  identity,  and  a  correct 
list  at  present  would  contain,  instead  of 
the  names  so  familiar  ten  years  ago,  at 
least  eight  or  nine  names  of  the  lords  of 
creation,  each  with  a  Mrs.  before  it.  How 
are  the  mighty  fallen !  The  girls  we 
mean,  not  the  lords. 

I  know  not  where  you  are,  dear  class- 
mates, nor  what  you  are   doing,  but  of 


one  thing  I  am  sure.  The  busiest  one 
among  us  (and  we  are  all  living  in  earn- 
est now)  finds  time  to  think  of  the  old 
Alma  Mater.  Of  the  days  of  Dr.  Black, 
Professor  Rankin  and  Professor  Chris- 
tiane.  The  days  of  the  lodge  and  the 
wagonette  and  the  bower.  1  hope  the 
Association  paper  will  give  information 
of  each  one  of  you,  but  there  are  some 
matters  of  interest  I  fear  it  will  fail  to 
get  at.  Will  we  ever  know  how  Jannie 
Stewart's  husband  ever  mustered  courage 
to  speak  of  love  and  matrimony  to  our 
Jane  I  Wliether  the  happiness  of  Nell 
Barker's  good  man  depends  on  an  orderly 
house  and  a  habit  of  promptness?  Whether 
Lida  Campbell  ever  dances  a  jig  for  the 
benefit  of  lier  family?  If  not,  we  herein 
notify  said  family  of  smothered  talent  in 
its  bosom.  Whether  Sallie  Frazier  still 
washes  her  pretty  blonde  hair  every  Sat- 
urday, or  has  she  other  fish  to  fry  and 
heads  to  wash  ?  Whether  Helen  Town- 
send's  husband  knows  that  his  wife  was 
in  love  once  before,  and  only  circum- 
stances prevented  her  marrying  Bessie 
Black  I 

Whether  Eva  H.  Davis  talks  to  her 
babies  in  Latin  I  Whether  Bee  Renshaw 
is  married  I  We  protest  against  little 
bright-eyed  Bee's  marrying.  She  isn't 
old  enough,  and  never  will  be. 

Whether  the  vicissitudes  of  life  (such 
as  children  sick  with  whooping  cough ; 
the  Irsh  cook  taking  French  leave ;  the 
painters  and  plumbers  tearing  up  the 
house)  ever  find  Lee  Singleton  with  a 
soiled  collar  or  roughened  hair?  But 
why  should  we  wonder  about  an  impossi- 
bility I 

And  how  about  Annie  Davis  1  and 
Annie  Sterretf?  Are  they  as  rampant 
and  hoydenish  as  evert 

And  shall  we  ever  be  able  to  leave 
home  and  family  andduty,  long  enough  to 
greet  each  other  in  the  old  College  Chapel  ? 
We  fear  not.  We  know  there  can  never 
be  an  unbroken  meeting  in  this  world. 
Our  dear  little  pale-faced  salutatorian, 
Annie  Shriver,  was  called  up  higher  soon 
after  we  disbanded;  and  our  first  perfect 
reunion  can  only  be  at  the  throne  of  God. 

In  that  ransomed  throng,  dear  girls, 
shall  there  be  one  missing  from  the  Class 
of  '74  1 

Ella  Hutchinson-Pugh. 


Mt  Dear  Editor: — Had  you  com- 
prehended for  one  moment  to  what  hu- 
miliation you  had  condemned  me,  by 
insisting  upon  a  reply  to  your  accumula- 
tion of  embarrassing  questions,  I  am 
certain  that  at  least  for  the  sake  of  old 
times,  you  would  have  spared  me.  But 
as  the  flight  of  time  since  our  Alma 
Mater  ceased  to  spread  her  protecting 
wings  about  us,  has  failed  to  give  you 
any  information  during  that  lapse,  I 
shall  try  your  patience  to  the  extent  of  re- 
lating a  little  episode  which  has  settled 
my  career  in  life  and  left  me  free  to  in- 
dulge in  this  confidential  correspondence. 
First,  then:  "Anything  of  interest  con- 
cerning me  1"  Now,  my  friend,  did  ever 
any  one  accuse  me  of  being  interesting  ? 


Though  I  have  often  in  the  inmost  recesses 
of  my  heart  believed  that  to  be  a  lack  of 
discernment  on  the  part  of  the"  public, 
but  having  never  been  able  to  fasten  the 
charge  upon  it,  I  will  proceed  to  my  next 
negative.  "Are  you  married  f"  How 
coldly  and  calmly,  yet  liow  concisely  and 
startlingly  the  question  is  put.  No  eva- 
sion is  possible,  no  explanation  required, 
and  the  damning  thought  flashes  upon  me 
— must  I  write  "  no,"  and  imagine  I  hear 
that  pitying  sigh,  as  you  say,  "poor  old 
maid."  "  Poor,"  I  will  not  disptite  ;  and 
this  morning  I  detached  three  gray  hairs 
from  the  bonny  blonde  ones.  Please 
don't  betray  this  confidence,  as  I  wouldn't 
have  it  known  for  worlds.  A  short  time 
since,  several  considerate  friends,  and  a 
few  loving  relatives  conversed  seriously 
with  me  on  my  present  prospect  of  old 
maidenhood,  and  tried  to  bring  forcibly 
before  me  the  awful  chasm  into  which  I 
was  drifting,  unless  some  powerful  effort 
were  attempted  by  me,  with  their  delicate 
assistance.  At  length  becoming  duly 
impressed  with  the  solemnity  of  the  cause, 
I  boldly  avowed  that  thus  sustained  1 
would  enter  the  field  of  battle,  like  the 
knights  of  old,  holding  aloft  the  motto, 
"do  or  die."  After  this,  we  all  shook 
hands,  drew  up  the  preliminary  plans  for 
the  opening  campaign,  and  retired  to  gain 
strength  for  the  attack.  Now  bear  in 
mind,  my  dear  friend,  that  this  weather- 
cock conduct  was  quite  foreign  to  my 
natural  constitution,  and  the  comfortable 
state  into  which  I  had  fallen,  in  regard 
to  my  maiden  future,  had  had  as  my  matri- 
monial supporters  styled  it,  a  debilitat- 
ing eft'ect  upon  my  mind,  resulting  in  an 
easy  contemplation  of  the  dim  perspective 
of  cats  and  weak  tea  ;  that  the  change 
caused  such  an  uprooting  of  old  princi- 
ples that  my  mind,  overstrained  by  the 
severe  course  of  study  at  the  "P.  F.  C," 
is  only  now  recovering  from  that  exciting 
time.  The  first  act  of  the  following 
drama  took  place  at  a  pleasant  country 
house,  whifher  I  had  been  invited  by  an 
energetic  supporter,  who  had  previously 
prepared  me  in  an  enthusiastic  letter,  of 
the  plans  she  had  made  for  my  future 
happiness.  They  were  fruitless,  and  when 
I  sought  for  information  concerning  the 
object  himself,  could  only  eliminate  such 
red  letter  facts  as  "  old  age,"  ■'  wealth," 
"  peculiar  temper,"  etc.  The  latter  some- 
what staggered  me,  but  like  the  noble 
poHtician,  I  placed  myself  in  the  hands 
of  mv  friends,  shut  my  eyes,  and  resolved 
to  go  where  duty  called.  On  the  day  of 
my  arrival,  the  hostess,  Mrs.  K  ,  imme- 
diately launched  into  a  rapturous  descrip- 
tion of  the  worthy  gentleman,  whom  I 
would  meet  at  dinner  on  the  same  even- 
ing. "  Of  course,"  she  said,  "  you  won't 
mind  a  little  age,  grey  hairs  are  venera- 
ble you  know,  and  old  age  dignifies  ;  and 
then  he  is  so  learned  and  so,  so  rich.  But 
my  dear,  do  abandon  that  shocking  habit 
of  speaking  out  your  mind,  and  of  all 
things,  suppress  that  fearful  laugh." 
Thusbracetl  and  plumed  for  the  encounter, 
I  descended  to  the  scene  of  conquest, 
comforting  myself  with  the  thought  that 
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I  always  preferred  old  gentlemen.  In  the 
midst  of  these  congratulatory  thoiiglits  I 
was  interrupted  by  the  loud  pealing  of 
the  door  bell,  and  before  I  could  collect 
my  thoughts  I  was  presented  to  something, 
whicli  gradually  resolved  into  a  terra 
cotta  hilly  sort  of  face,  a  long,  thin, 
pointed  nose,  small  narrow  eyes — color 
not  even  guessed  at — and  a  cavernous 
mouth  unrelieved  by  any  perceptible 
ivories.  The  whole  being  surmounted 
by  a  massive  brown  structure,  somewhat 
resembling  tlie  antique  carvings  now  so 
much  in  vogue.  A  sliort,  meagre  ligure 
draped  in  shining  broadcloth,  from  winch 
a  gaunt  hand  floated  forth  and  limply 
shook  my  own  paralyzed  one.  The  silence 
wliich,  had  it  depended  on  me,  might  have 
lasted  until  the  destruction  of  a  second 
Tower  of  Babel,  received  a  startling  frac- 
ture through  the  medium  of  an  unsteady 
falsetto,  which  I  soon  found  to  be  ema- 
nating from  the  aforementioned  cavern, 
with  the  words :  "  Did  they  tell  you  I 
was  rich  ?  They  lied,  1  say  they  lied  !" 
and  the  last  word  ended  in  a  convulsive 
shriek  which  seemed  to  dispose  of  the 
last  remnant  ol"  anger,  for  turning  to  me 
with  all  the  smile  those  dissolving  features 
could  muster,  he  begged  the  honor  of 
taking  me  out  to  dinner.  Dinner  pro- 
ceeded, and  I  suppose  I  ate,  I've  no  rea- 
son to  doubt  it,  as  evidence  generally 
points  to  the  past,  but  the  sole  recollec- 
tion centres  in  the  fascinating  occupation 
of  watching  the  supplies  constantly  con- 
veyed from  the  plate  to  the  mouth  of  that 
cavern  with  all  the  haste  of  a  Spanish 
contraband  to  dispose  of  bis  smuggled 
goods.  My  bewildered  brain  now  began 
to  revive,  and  hardly  suppressed  convul- 
sive tremors  convinced  my  friend  that  a 
climax  must  be  reached  or  my  levity 
would  destroy  the  work  of  weeks,  so  with 
an  assumed  excuse  she  sauntered  out,  and 
left  me  to  face  it  alone.  AA'"ith  worthy 
promptitude  the  old  gentleman  ap- 
proached nie  and  began  to  quote  in 
pathetic  tones,  lines  from  Romeo  and 
Juliet,  which,  as  I  afterwards  learned, 
was  his  mode  of  addressing  all  ladies  of 
his  acquaintance. 

This  was  too  much  for  my  overstrained 
mind,  and  with  a  burst  of  unrestrained 
laughter  I  rushed  from  the  room  into  the 
presence  of  my  astonished  hostess,  who 
before  I  could  explain,  conjectured  the 
state  of  affairs  and  indignantly  declared 
that  hereafter  she  would  abandon  me 
and  my  future  welfare  to  single  unbless- 
edness.  Thus  ended  the  first  campaign, 
and  the  second  was  like  unto  it.  A  kind 
and  pious  Aunt,  whose  reverence  and 
fear  were  divided  between  God  tiud  her 
■good  man,  offered  to  conduct  the  second 
campaign,  and  after  some  persuasion — 
for  my  resolution  had  begun  to  falter — I 
promised  to  make  her  a  visit  tlie  next 
month,  and  catch  a  birds-eye  view  of  my 
destiny.     The  day  after  I  arrived,  being 

,  Sunday,  Aunt  Ann  led  me  forth   to   hear 
favorite    preacher,  in    a   little    church 

f  lound  the  corner.  The  church  was  beau- 
tiful, and  quite  crowded.  The  organ 
jealed    forth    a    glorious  anthem,    and 


trained  voices  took  up  the  strain  as 
though  to  bear  us  straight  to  heaven.  In 
this  celestial  state  of  mind,  I  gazed  con- 
fidingly into  the  pale,  aesthetic  face  now 
appearing  above  the  pulpit,  seemingly 
with  angel  messages  on  his  lips,  and  a 
holy  light  shining  from  under  his  droop- 
ing eyelids.  Breathlessly  I  leaned  for- 
ward, as  a  gentle  murmur  stole  upon  the 
air,  but  I  soon  resumed  a  more  serene 
aspect  as  an  essay  on  the  pure  and  lovely 
Lilies  of  the  Field,  slowly  unfolded  its 
limpid  petals  beneath  the  gentle  culling 
of  the  pastor  poet.  Ere  the  last  echo  of 
the  benediction  had  floated  down  the 
aisle,  I  had  hurried  Aunt  Ann  into  the 
open  air  and  was  vehemently  expressing 
my  opinion  on  the  utterly  utter  class  of 
clergymen,  when  she  gasped,  "  He's  my 
darling  nephew,  and  I  intended  him  for 
you."  This  was  a  conclusive  blow,  and 
I  bade  my  Aunt  an  affectionate  adieu. 

Clearly  I  was  not  destined  to  reflect 
ministerial  honors,  or  any  other  for  that 
matter. 

With  philosophic  calmness  I  proceeded 
to  disband  the  coalition  formed  in  my 
behalf.  This  was  by  no  means  an  easy 
thing  to  do,  as  they  were  still  eager  to 
attain  the  worthy  end.  But  life  was  too 
short,  and  I  was  too  peacefully  inclined, 
so  I  waved  a  truce,  and  formally  pro- 
claimed myself,  as  I  am  still  and  always 
will  be, 

"An  Old  Maid." 


IN  MEMORIAM. 

The  "Class  of  '82"  of  the  Pennsylva- 
nia Female  College,  Pittsburgh,  East 
End,  adopted  the  following  resolutions, 
in  memory  of  their  loved  friend  and 
classmate.  Miss  Lidie  A.  Nelson,  who 
died  December  30,  1882: 

WiiEiiEAS,  It  bus  pleased  God  in  llis  all  wise 
Providence,  to  remove  from  our  midst  and  from 
the  earthly  spheie  of  usefulness,  onr  beloved 
friend  and  classmate,  Lidie  A.  Nelson, 

liesoliied,  That  as  we  sit  in  the  sh;idow  of  a 
great  sorrow,  we  vecogn'ze  tlie  Iinnd  that  smites 
to  be  that  of  onr  Heavenly  Father,  whose  ten- 
derness we  cannot  mistrust;  and  that  we  com- 
fort our  hearts  by  calling  to  mind,  that  she  who 
has  tluis  early  been  Lalten  from  us,  exemplified 
in  Iierlife  the  beauty  of  a  Christian  character, 
thns  giving  us  lirm  foundation  for  the  liope, 
that  liev  outgoing  Was  but  an  everlasting  enter- 
ing in. 

Resolved,  That  to  the  bereaved  parents  and 
sorrowing  sisters,  and  to  all  those  who  were 
boimd  by  ties  nearer  tlian  we  know,  we  extend 
the  sympathy  of  loving  hearts,  rejoicing  that 
their  hours  of  loneliness  may  be  sweetened  by 
fragiant  memories  of  her  who  lias  gone  into  tlie 
higher  life,  and  trusting  that  they  will  be 
enabled  to  look  from  the  midnight  now  heavy 
upon  them,  to  the  morning  beyond. 

Hemlved,  That  we  as  a  Class  will  fondly 
cherish  her  memory  and  strive  to  imitate  her,  in 
her  prompt  and  cheerful  attention  to  duty,  and 
her  gentle  and  lovable  disposition.  Thus  we 
are  a  broken  band,  one  having  been  taken  from 
our  perfect  number. 

Resolved,  That  a  copy  of  these  resolutions  be 
sent  to  the  bereaved  family  and  published  in  the 
Alu-mnae  Recoeder. 

(Jennie  BuROirEB, 


Committee, 


'(Margaret  Clark. 


Alleoqeny,  Pesna.,  January  8,  1833. 


MARRIED. 

"  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble." 

In    East    End.    Pittsburgh,   June    29.    18S2, 

Westanna    McCay,     Class    'T9,   to   Mr.    John 

Pardee. 

In  Allegheny,  SeptemberSl,  1382,Margarctt-a 
Campbell,  Class  '77,  to  Kev.  John  Kerr. 

November  22,  1882,  Jeannie  Stewart,  Class 
'74,  to  Mr.  Ernest  Acheson. 

At  Philadelphia.  December  26,  1882,  Anna  B. 
Lyons,  Class  'T7,  to  Dr.  F.  K.  Martin. 

At  New  Brighton.  February  22,  1S83.  Helen 
M.  Townsend,  Class  '74,  to  Mr.  Joseph  Mayer. 

"Render,  now  I  seiiil  tlice,  like  a  bee,  to  patlier 
honey  out  of  flowers  and  weeds;  i-very  Kardeii  is 
fiimislied  with  either,  and  so  is  ours.     Itcad   and 

meditate." 

Miss  Flora  McKnight  will  be,  we 
fear,  a  formidable  rival  this  summer  to 
the  crooked  eyed  damsels  of  whom  Mrs. 
Gregg  writes,  at  Fort  Ellis. 

Little  Stougiit  "  bobbed  up  serenely," 
last  fall  at  Retzie  Campbell's  wedding, 
her  first  appearance  here  for  some   time. 

Mrs.  Lee  Singleton-Paoll  is  living 
in  Wheeling  still.  She  was  married  in 
'77,  and  has  three  dangliters. 

Mrs.  Lucy  O'Hara-Morbison  has  been 

spending  the  winter  quietly  ju  St, 
Augustine. 

After  a  lew  judicious  doses  of  "anti- 
fat  "  Lidie  Gracie  rejoices  that  she  can 
now  say,  "  There'll  be  less  of  ]ne  in  the 
coming  bye  and  bye," 

Lillian  Pitcaibn  evidently  prefers 
"  tailor"  made  suits. 

We  are  sorry  to  announce  that  Mis3 
Effie  King  has  had  quite  a  severe  nervous 
attack. 

Miss  Mary  Scofielp  writes,  she  is  still 
unmarried,  and  adds,  in  the  words  of  the 
poet: 

"Twenty  years  hence  I  will  be 
Still  a  maiden  probably—" 

There  is  a  gleam  of  hope  though,  in  tiiat 
prohahly. 

Mrs.  Retzie  Campbell-Kerr  writes 
from  Wisconsin  that  Wiggins'  supply  of 
wind  storms  there  is  unfailing.  How 
fortunate  if  a  blast  would  land  her  in 
Pittsburgh  on  Alumnae  day! 

The  girls  of  '78  evidently  believe  that 
silence  is  golden.  They  number  eleven, 
yet  only  one  of  them  paid  any  attention 
to  the  postals  sent  them. 

Miss  Jannie  Wallace,  of  '75,  is  teach- 
ing in  Sewickley.  and  thinks  there  never 
were  such  scholars  as  hers.  We  are  sure 
they  can't  compare  with  the  P.  F.  C. 
girls,  though. 

We  had  hoped  to  hear  from  Miss 
Annie  Scott,  but  she  is  probably  too 
much  engaged  with  her  bridesmaid  duties 
to  turn  her  attention  to  literary  matters. 

Little  Miss  May  Pears 

Is  going  out  witii  the  engineers. 

She  may  meet  her  fate, 

In  the  Prairie  State, 

And  leave  us  all  in  tears. 

Mrs.  May  Hedges-Tallmadge  visited 
among  her  old  friends  and  schoolmates, 
last  fall.  Her  son,  who  is  nearly  three 
years  old,  was  with  her. 
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,      /  -  POEM.     CLASS  1883. 

First  iipoij  this  list  of  ours.i/ 
Mary  comes,  whose  mental  jwwers 
Tower  far  above  the  rest, 
Like  the  eagle  in  her  nest. 


Then  dear  Pachel,  wilh  a  sli"ce, 

Asks  of  you  to  como  and  dance  ; 

So,  rather  than  cause  her  displeasure, 

You  go  and  dance  "  T  he  Polka's  Measure,' 

B. 
Althea,  with  very  stroup:  emotion 
Asserts  the  Sun's  spot  all  a  notion. 
Over  which  we  all  are  nieriy 
Till  she  brings  tlm  report  of  Sir.  Very 


Our  beauty  then  appears  in  view, 

And  although  we  always  knew 

Those  black  eyes  wore  fascinating, 

Who  can  number  the  hearts  they're  breaking  ? 

J. 
Our  little  Jane  near  us  approaches, 
Peering  into,  all  the  i-ailway  coaches 
Looking  to  see,  if  she  can  find. 
The  reader  of  a  non  intellectual  mind. 


Our  gentle  Anna  next  advances, 
Asking  all  to  jiive  up  dances. 
The  supplication  of  her  tone 
Pierces  the  heart  of  every  one. 

M. 

Second  Anna,  the  mathematician 
"Who  works  all  sums  as  a  magician, 
And  whom  we'll  always  recollect 
As  long  as  the're  angles  to  project, 

N. 
Geoigie  Xegley  we  must  not  pass, 
For  siie  stands  high  in  this  senior  class. 
Doing  credit  to  all  her  teachers. 
Even  including  the  very  preachers, 

N. 
Stat-ely  Eleanor,  with  fjenins  burning, 
Strives  to  help  us  all  in  learning, 

'le  measure, 
■  pleasure. 


tleien,  our  nnnuist,  wu  sKoatthe  door, 
Heading  the  Virgil  to  all  who  implore. 
Look  upon  her,  and  you  see  at  once 
That  girl  could  never  be  a  duiice. 

So  the  ten  of  the  P.  F.  College, 
Have  iiassed  without  the  doors  of  1 
Will  they  give  up  tlieir  studies  now. 
Or  pursue  them  as  long  as  life  will  allow  ? 
'Tis  hoped  they  will  keep  their  reputation 
An.i  i— 1  Wr«"iing  to  the  Nation. 


ICeokuk,  Iowa,  | 
March,  1SS3.  f 
My,dmT  Sister  ih-uduates : — I-IacU  been  asked 
to  write  a  letter  to  you  us  Secretaiy  of  the 
Alumnae,  I  am  presumptuous  enough  to  tliinlc  I 
could  have  clone  so,  but  when  I  allow  myself  to 
remember  I  ara  called  upon  to  write  for  a  paper, 
why  !  Inmalmostovereomewith  IVight.  Tochink 
that  I,  the  timid,  modest,  Western  girl  of  the 
prairies,  am  tlin.s  to  stait  as  a  writer.  Weil,  no 
telliug  but  in  less  than  another  year  I  maybe 
a  regular  contributor  to  tile  Century  or  Harper's 
Magazine.  Ob  !  Shoo  !  What  am  I  writing. 
Of  coui'sc  this  isjiist  for  the  girls,  and  no  one 
else  will  see  it.  Just  see  where  one's  imagiDation 
and  rattling  thoughts  wilt  lead  theai.  If  the 
rest  of  my  sister  graduates  feel  as  I  do,  tliey 
will  utianimousiy  bless  the  originator  of  the 
paper,  anxiously  await  its  issue,  and  engerlv 
peruse  every  letter  of  it.  How  natural  it  was 
when  we  left  our  dear  Alma  Alater  lo  promise  so 
faithfully  to  "write  often;"  and  we  meant  to. 
Six  months  went  bj';  we  were  true  to  our  word. 
A  year.  We  were  not  so  regular.  Two,  thi-ec 
years  roll  by.  We  still  cherish  warmest  tlionglits 
of  all,  and  intended  to  write,  but  the  answers 
seem  not  so  prompt  as  they  were,  in  fatt,  we 
don't  write  to  nearly  so  many.  We  grow  careless 
and  negligent,  and  all  without  intent.  So  as  the 
time  goes  by,  each  iu  turn  hears  less  frequently 
of  the  other  classmates'  whereabouts  and  doings. 
Now  this  paper  will  be  so  nice.  How  I  do  hope 
each  one  of  "our  class"  will  respond  to  the 
cards.     For  thus  will  wc  all  know  of  each  other 


again  as  only  we  can.  Dun't  think  me  selfish 
when  I  say  this,  for  surely  each  of  you  must 
agree  with  me  in  thinking  their  class  a  wee  bit 
the  nicest.  AVe  loveil  all  of  our  college  mates, 
aud  were  bound  in  dearest  bonds  to  them,  and 
could  feel  near  and  effect! onately  toward  any  P. 
F,  C.  girl,  even  though  we  never  knew  them. 
But  Such  ties  as  are  formed  by  daily  contact  in 
study  and  researches  !  Those,  one  in  work, 
pleasure,  and  wishes,  are  dearer  than  any  other 
could  possibly  be.  My  !  seems  to  me  I  have  a 
very  long  prelude  to  my  lettCJ-,  and  now  to  your 
questions.  First.  Am  I  married  V  Well,  No.  I 
guess  not,  at  least  I  don't  know  it  if  I  am.  I've 
heard  of  secret  mnrri.iges,  but  believe  they  gen- 
erally let  the  ones  tying  the  knot  know  if  thev 
hold  a  string,  aud  the  only  string  I  hold,  is  one 
of  glass  buttons,  gathered  when  I  was  a  tiny 
girl.  And  now  I  think  of  it,  I  guess  the 
"  charm  "  wasn't  very  great,  but  1  wonder  if  all 
of  the  rest  of  you  haven't  had  one  too  ? 

Second.  Have  I  anj'  children  ?  Yes,  I  have 
five.  Three  boys  and  two  girls,  Frank,  Earl, 
Helen,  Adelaide  and  Cleaver,  ages  from  four 
mouths  to  seven  years,  and  it  is  my  solemn  in- 
tention that  the  two  fjirls,  when  old  enough, 
shall  go  to  the  P.  F.  C.  where  Aunt'Mayrie  did. 
Aha  !  I  hear  you  say,  where  does  the  "Aunt  " 
come  in.  Oh  well  !  I  foi'got,  but  it  is  all  in 
the  family  any  way,  and  they  ai'e  the  dearest 
little  nieces  and  nephews  in  the  State  of  Iowa. 

Third.  Where  did  yon  spend  the  last  year  ? 
Now  were  I  to  give  a  minute  description  of  my- 
self during  the  past  twelve  months,  no  one  else 
would  have  room  for  a  letter  in  the  same  edition 
as  mine,  so  I  will  only  attempt  to  give  notes  by 
the  way.  The  greater  part  I  spent  in  Keokuk, 
and  the  rest  in  visiting  and  traveling.  Last 
summer,  during  the  warmer  weather,  I  was  one 
of  a  jolly  party  of  eleven  from  home,  who  spent 
one  of  those  never  to  be  forgotten  delightful- 
times  up  the  Mississippi  to  St.  Paul,  and  from 
there  out  to  Lake  Minniotonka,  where  we  quar- 
tered, at  a  large  summer  hotel  on  the  lake,  and 
enjoyed  the  pleasures  and  advantages  only  found 
at  these  and  similar  resorts.  In  December  and 
January  I  was  in  Muscatine,  where  my  time  was 
most  happily  spent  ;^ew  JTear's  day  being 
especially  delightful,  ^u  may  ask  if  this  is 
my  only  way  of  killing  time  ?  No,  I  sa3'.  Last 
Noveuiber  I  "  struck  oil,"  as  it  were,  or  in  other 
words,  started  on  my  career  as  an  artist.  During 
that  time  I  have  finished  some  fourteen  master 
{  ?)  pieces.  The  one  which  took  the  bUic  ribbon 
had  two  little  donkeys  in  it.  Without  ears. 
Imagine  it  !  I  soon  put  enough  ear  on  them, 
so  no  one  dare  call  them  calves  again.  Again  I 
am  deep  in  the  mystery  of  a  second  crazy  silk 
quilt.  If  any  of  you  have  made  one,  you  know 
what  it  is.  You  ask  for  my  plajis.  I  have  none 
definitely  made.  As  lo  being  with  you  in  June. 
I  should  dearly  love  to,  were  yon  only  nearer. 
My  kindest  wishes  will  lie  with  you.  As  to  any 
other  members  of  the  Alumnae,  Mame  and  Ella 
arebotli  out  West,  and  will  speak  for  themselves, 
With  warmest  regards  .for  Miss  Pelletrean,  and 
kindest  wishes  for  the  continued  progress  of  th 
P.  F.  C,  I  remain. 

Your  sister  graduate, 

jMavkd;  Cleaveh, 'T-"!. 


eightli  of  June.  I  was  at  the  College 
yesterday.  It  is  indeed  a  delightful  spot, 
and  nature  putting  on  all  her  loveliness 

now  enhances  its  charms, 

Tis  sweet  to  go  back  frequently  and 
renew  reminiscences  of  many  happy  days 
spent  there  iu  the  friendship  of  class- 
mates and  companions.  There  still  is 
the  center  of  news  of  each  other,  and  of 
what  life  is  bringing  to  the  women  of 
our  College.  Occasionally  we  are  star- 
tled by  news  that  makes  us  sad  for  a 
time,  but  hope  promises  everything 
bright  for  the  future,  and  we  live  expect- 
ing only  the  joys  to  come. 

Those  of  you  who  knew  Annie  Davis, 
who,  about  two  years  ago,  went  to  Japan 
as  a  missionary,  will  be  glad  to  learn,  as 
I  did  recently  through  her  father,  that 
she  is  enjoying  her  work  and  that  at 
present  she  is  undertaking  a  pleasure  jour- 
ney of  a  thousand  miles  on  a  mule's  back. 
I  hope  we  shall  have  an  interesting  letter 
from  her,  and  communications  from  many 
in  answer  to  the  solicitation  sent  out  by 
the  Alumnae  Association.  It  is  our  duty 
to  respond  to  such  appeals;  let  tliElt  be  my 
only  plea  for  this  attempt. 

With  one  kindly  greeting  to  you  all,  I 
remain,  sincerely  one  of  you. 

Mrs.  Mame  Robbins-Miller. 


26  Eesaca  Street,  Allegheny,  1 
May  18th,  '83.      j 
3Iy  Dear  Girls: 

I  say  girls,  for  we  were  all  girls, 
though  some  of  us  have  forfeited  our 
claim  to  that  title  and  though  our  Alma 
Mater  has  any  number  of  jjromtsi'Hjy 
grand  babies,  to  me  we  are  all  girls  still, 
just  as  we  were  in  the  days  when  nine 
A.  M.  found  us  devoutly  seated  in  the  old 
chapel  or  later  in  the  class  room,  "taking 

notes  "  maybe,  of  the  profound  Dr. 

or  again  a  circumspect  body  doing  duty 
under  the  kind  discipline  of  Miss  Pelle- 
treau's  quiet  dignity. 

I  ara  looking  forward  with  great 
pleasure  to  our  reunion  this  year,  and 
sincerely  desire  to  be  with  you  on  tlie 


Sharon,  Pa. 
The  startling  questioa.  "What  have 
you  been  doing  the  past  year?"  brings  to 
mind  the  classic  story  of  the  Danaides, 
who  labored  in  vain  to  (ill  the  bottomless 
urn ;  little  has  been  accomplished.  On 
the  evehiftil  day  when  we  left  our  Alma 
Mater,  it  was  the  conviction  of  each  and 
the  opinion  of  all  that  the  snow  capped 
peaks  of  Parnassus  would  soon  be 
crowded.  Alas  !  I  am  still  at  its  base, 
but  like  Mr.  Micawber  am  still  *'  quite 
sanguine  "  in  these  days  of  tunnels  and 
incline  planes.  I^ot  having  had  enough 
of  school  life,  I  went  last  year  to  the 
Philadelphia  School  of  Design  for 
Women,  where  three  or  four  hundred 
maidens  are  earnestly  striving  afier  the 
beautiful,  under  such  artists  as  Herman 
Faber,  Ferris  Moraii  and  many  other 
faithful  instructors.  For  some  months  I 
have  been  striving  to  solve  the  problems 
of  culinary  art ;  all  leisure  moments 
being  devoted  to  drawing  and  Freuch, 
and  now  I  whisper  to  the  P.>tes,  sisters 
three,  to  "lend  a  willing  ear"  and  tell 
me  what  web  they  are  weaving  for  me 
this  year.  A  summer  trip  and  further 
study  of  art  in  the  fall  are  the  sugges- 
tions that  I  hear.  Home  duties  will 
prevent  me  from  attending  commence- 
ment, so  I  send  this  sketch,  hoping  that 
it  will  be  assigned  to  a  humble  corner  of 
the  Alumnae  paper,  or  the  more  retired 
confines  of  the  waste  basket.  But  I  am 
forgetting  that  momentous  question, 
"  Are  you  married  ?"  I  remember  that 
when  at  the  P.  F.  C.  we  did  linger  lov- 
ingly o\er  the  present  aud  future  tenses 
of  "  amo,"  active  and  passive  voice,  but 
nothing  more  than  my  signature  is 
necessary  to  tell  the  tale  that  "  that  leap 
has  not  been  lept." 

JosiE  Ormond,  Class  78. 


'Trf^ 


PENNSYLVANIA  FEMALE  COLLEGE. 


Vol.  I. 


PITTSBUHOH,    JUNE    13Ui,   1884. 


No.    9. 


ADDRESS   TO  THE   P.  F.  C.  ALUMNA. 

In  the  absence  of  the  President  of  the  Alninnse  Associ- 
ation it  becomes  incumbent  upon  me,  as  Vice  President, 
to  address  you  to-day. 

The  occasion  wliich  calls  iis  together  is  certainly  a  very 
enjoyable  one.  Widely  scattered  as  many  of  us  are,  each 
having  her  varied  interests,  how  plea-sant  it  is  to  meet 
under  these  cirrnriistaiiccs.  and  feci  ihat  rfiw,  while  we 
dwell  upon  the  memories  which  cluster  i^ruund  these  halls 
of  our  Alma  Mater,  we  have  a  common  interest.  We 
would  also  extend  our  cordial  greetings  to  all  those  of  our 
number  who  have  been  prevented  from  meeting  with  us, 
aud  hope  to  see  them  at  some  future  dav. 

Pei-mit  me  to  direct  your  attention,  for  a  few  niinut&s, 
to  the  consideration  of  a  subject  in  which  we  .should  eacli 
feel  a  lively  interest — namely,  Woman's  Influence  in 
Reform. 

On  all  sides,  we  hear  of  Man,  the  Reformer;  of  his 
wonderful  works  in  science  and  art;  of  his  marvellous 
efforts  to  improve  the  condition  of  the  race.  But  why  do 
we  not  hear  so  much  about  Woman,  the  Reformer?  Is  it 
because  she  has  done  nothing  to  improve  tlie  human 
family?  The  contemplation  of  maiiv  important  depart- 
inents  in  tlie  social,  literary  and  religious  liistory  of  the 
world  will  testify  to  the  fallacy  of  any  such  implication. 
I  need  not  burden  you  with  illustrations,  for  we  meet 
them  everywhere.  But,  however  much  she  has  done, 
tliere  yet  remains  for  her  a  wide  field  of  labor.  The  worhl 
is  far  from  being  perfect.  Although  it  contains  the  ele- 
ments of  perfection,  they  are  in  a  confused  and  obscure 
state  until  brought  into  action  by  the  subtle  power — Re- 
form. We  cjintiot  conceive  of  life  without  growth,  so  we 
cjninot  understand  j)rogress  without  reform. 

Without  attempting  to  e.vhaust  the  subject,  let  us  deter- 
mine some  of  the  general  points  where,  at  the  present 
time,  there  i.s  iho  most  urgent  need  for  the  work  of  reform 
to  be  undertaken  by  women.  Let  us  bear  in  mind  that 
our  intention  is  to  consider  how  woman  can  better  exert 
her  influence  in  the  position  which  she  now  occupies.  By 
no  means  do  we  seek  for  her  a  more  promiueiit  sphere  of 
activity,  by  desiring  that  she  have  suffrage  granted  her,  or 
by  accepting  those  theories  and  ojnnions  which  come  to 
us  from  the  Woman's  Rights'  platform.  Her  true  nobility 
is  displayed  when,  as  the  star,  she  remains  in  her  own 
sphere,  illumining  and  adorning  it,  not  like  the  comet, 
daunting  and  perplexing  other  systems. 

Let  us  first  consider  her  office  iu  social  life.  The  char- 
acter of  the  social  life  of  any  community  is  an  index  to 
the  individual  cliaractei-s  of  the  majority  of  the  members 


composing  the  community.  It  is  obvious  that  a  general 
reform  in  the  department  of  social  life  can  only  be  accom- 
plished through  the  united  effort  of  individuals,  each  a 
zealous  adherent  and  advot'ate  of  the  cause  espoused.  In 
view  of  tile  enlightenment  of  our  age  and  country.women 
of  this  era  have  a  large  share  of  responsibility  for  its  social 
life;  for  they,  in  a  great  measure,  decide  the  tone  which 
shall  prevail  in  society,  whether  it  be  one  of  moralitv, 
temjiei'ance  and  moderation  in  all  things,  or  otherwise. 

Surely  then,  with  her  equally  if  not  principally  lies  the 
duty  of  exerting  a  jwwerful  influence  in  the  work  of 
reformation,  for  we  must  admit  that,  in  social  life,  abuses 
have  crept  in,  and  will  continue  to  increase  unless  woman 
properly  recognizes  this  responsibility:  It  is  her  duty  to 
act  more  independently,  more  fearlessly  and  dauntlessly 
on  the  side  of  right,  not  as  a  mere  devotee  of  fashion,  a 
worshipper  at  the  shrine  of  Ms^mmon,  but  endeavoring  at 
all  times  to  exert  in  .society  that  refining,  Christian  influ- 
ence which  her  Creator  has  endowed  her  with  special 
capabilities  to  exert. 

Woman's  influence  in  domestic  life  is  too  well  recognized 
by  you  to  require  any  proof  I  could  give.  The  poet  evi- 
dently considered  that  here  she  finds  her  most  important 
sphere,  and  here  she  shines  the  brightest,  when  he  gave 
utterance  to  those  oft  quoted  lines  : 

A  Womnn's   noblest  stntion  is  Hetreiil ; 
Her  I'liirest  virtues  fly  from  public  sight; 
Domestic  worth  tfant  shuns  too  strong  n  light. 

Each  one  should  make  the  best  of  this  influence  and  in 
whatever  direction  she  sees  that  a  reformation  would  be  a 
benefit,  there  use  proper  metiiods  to  bring  about  the  re- 
quired change.  When  we  observe  woman's  religious  in- 
fluence, we  find  that  although  she  cannot  rightly  enter  the 
pulpit  to  proclaim  the  truths  of  the  Bible,  yet  she  has 
done  much  to  extend  Christendom  by  inculcating  the 
ble.s.sed  principles  of  God's  word  and  planting  truths  where 
error  had  abounded.  There  are  many  ways  in  which 
woman  can  exert  this  elevating  influence.  Not  only  is 
reform  needed  in  heathen  lands,  but  also  in  our  own  land, 
where  we  are  so  apt  to  consider  ourselves  as  having  already 
attained  so  high  a  religious  stature  as  to  require  no  further 
efforts. 

One  way  of  disseminating  these  truths  is  through  the 
press.  Many  representatives  of  our  sex  have  had  special 
qualifications  for  novel  writing.  What  better  means  is 
afforded  for  inculcating  religious  and  moral  principles  in 
the  minds  of  the  rising  generation?  But,  as  we  are  not 
all  endowed  with  this  talent,  we  find  there  is  a  way  of  ex- 
erting this  influence' adapted   to  every  case.     No    matter 
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how  retired  and  obscure  tlie  allotted  life  may  be,  there  yet 
remains  a  duty  for  lis  to  perform.  Some  one  has  said, 
"Men  will  wrangle  for  religion;  write  for  it;  fight  for  it; 
die  for  it;  anything  bnt — live  for  it."  And,  I  doubt  not, 
the  same  is  true  of  woman. 

By  our  upholding  the  standard  of  truth,  other-s  will  ad- 
mire and  strive  to  imitate, our  example.  Thus,  our  circle 
of  influence  widens  and  widens,  until  who  knows  what 
the  last  link  may  be  in  that  chain  which  is  formed  by  one 
consecrated  life. 

"We  are  slow  to  recognize  the  fact  that  we  who  recently 
were  pupils  now  compose  a  portion  of  society,  each  re- 
sponsible for  the  right  exercise  of  that  influence  which  she 
possesses.  Let  us,  then,  each  endeavor  faithfully,  cheer- 
fully and  bravely  to  solve  that  problem  of  life  which  is 
set  before  her,  and,  having  solved  it,  to  live  and  act  ac- 
cordingly, never  forgetting  that  the  true  process  of  reforma- 
tion is  from  within  outwards. 

Before  closing,  allow  me  to  extend  a  word  of  wel- 
come to  the  class  of  '84,  who  to-day  will  be  enrolled 
as  members  of  this  Alumnae.  Be  assured,  you  have 
our  most  hearly  welcome,  as  well  as  our  best  wishes 
for  vour  i'uture.  I  desire,  however,  to  caution  you, 
as  well  as  all  former  graduates,  that  a  College  is  judged 
by  its  Alumnae.  It  is  in  our  power  to  further  the 
interests  of  this  Institution  by  proving  to  the  world  our 
appreciation  of  the  educational  privileges  granted  us  by 
our  Alma  Mater.  Many  who  will  never  see  this  College 
will  judge  of  its  influence  by  our  lives.  We  should  not 
drop  our  studies  as  our  names  are  dropjjed  from  the  school 
roll,  but  continue  to  pursue  them  as  time  and  opportunity 
will  permit.  Thus  shall  we  accomplish  one  of  the  pur- 
poses designed  by  our  instruction. 

That  this  College  may  ever  prosper,  and  hold  an  honored 
place  among  the  first  institutions  of  the  land,  is  my  own 
desire,  and,  I  am  sure,  the  expression  of  every  heart. 

Georgi^^tna  G.  Negley,  Vice  President. 


\T)  (Y\qjr\or\^{T\. 


MRS.   LIZZIE    LAUREL    FLETCHER, 
Died    Apkh.    Htji,    1884. 

With  a  heavy  heart  we  ask  ourselves,  again  and  again, 
can  it  be  that  she  is  gone — Laurel,  whom  we  loved?  The 
sad  truth  is  hard  to  realize,  yet  it  must  be  so,  and  one  who 
walked  often  by  her  side  in  the  sehool-gtrl  days  is  called 
upon  to  tell  the  sorrowful  story  to  other  College  mates. 
But,  'tis  so  hard  to  "  put  in  words  the  grief  I  feel "  that 
the  peu  is  almost  laid  aside,  because  it  will  not  speak  the 
heart  language.  We  cannot  call  her  dead,  tlic  friend  of 
our  school  days ;  nay,  "  not  dead,  but  sleopeth,"  and  when 
we  "awake  in  His  likeness"  who  hath  called  her  to  Him- 
self surely  we  shall  look  again  on  her  face. 

As  memory  carries  us  back  into  the  years,  we  see  her 
again  as  she  first  came  among  us.  Seated  in  the  little 
chapel,  in  the  far-off  September  morning,  waiting  for  the 


■oil  call,  we  see  before  us  a  new,  fair,  winsome  face,  ami 
hear  the  whispered  question,  *' Who  is  she?"  Soon  w& 
learn  that  her  name  is  to  be  added  to  our  class  roll,  and 
right  joyfully  is  she  welcomed  to  our  ranks.  The  face 
whicli  had  attracted  was  a  true  index  to  the  sweet,  sunny 
spirit  which  soon  won  our  hearts,  and  we  forgot  that  she 
was  the  new  comer  in  our  band.  So,  when  the  day  came 
that  we  six  first  graduates  of  the  College  were  to  be  no 
longer  a  collective  whole,  the  parting  from  Laurel  was  a 
sorrowful  one,  for  she  alone  of  our  number  was  to  go 
away  from  our  midst.  A  part  of  the  next  year,  howevei% 
we  had  her  among  us  again,  she  having  returned  for  fur- 
ther study  and  reading,  and  also  to  be  near  a  beloved  sister 
who  was  still  in  the  school. 

Of  her  great  attachment  to  the  College,  and  to  the 
friends  made  while  there,  liaurel,  in  after  years,  often 
spoke,  and  her  interest  in  them  never  waned.  Her  heart 
was  ever  a  loyal  one.  The  day  upon  which  she  returned, 
the  question  was  heard  irora  many  glad  voices,  "  Do  you 
know  Laurel  Locke  has  come?"  And  the  joyful  welcome 
was  abundant  proof  of  the  hold  she  had  taken  upon  her 
school  mates  as  well  as  class  mates.  Always  artless,  un- 
selfish, joyous  hearted  and  most  winning,  how  could  it 
have  been  otherwi.se  ?  She  possessed,  too,  rare  charms  of 
mind  and  voice,  which  added  much  to  her  attractive  char- 
acter. Her  pen  was  wielded  with  graceful  ease.  Often 
could  be  seen  little  groups  about  her,  begging  for  a  glimpse 
of  some  of  the  little  poems  hidden  between  the  leaves  of 
her  .school  books.  The  peculiar  sweet  voice,  with  its  little 
lisp,  and  the  musical  laugh  which  told  of  the  sunshine 
within,  her  old  friends  will  easily  recall. 

In  1876  Laurel  was  married  to  Mr.  Stoughton  J. 
Fletcher,  of  Indianapolis,  and  there  she  spent  the  remain- 
ing years  of  her  life,  surrounded  by  all  which  makes  life 
beautiful.  There,  too,  she  was  beloved  by  all  who  knew 
her.  The  saniR  beautiful  traits  which  made  her  lovable  as 
a  school  girl  clung  to  her  in  her  womanhood,  only  intensi- 
fied and  matured  by  the  addition  of  a  few  more  years,  and 
the  new  joys  and  cares  of  her  life.  Although  still  the 
same  bright  si)irit  in  social  and  literary  circles  (for  she  did 
not  lay  aside  pen  and  books  with  the  crowding  in  of  new 
duties),  yet  in  her  own  home  was  shown  the  full  beauty 
of  her  life.  Her  faithful,  unselfish,  untiring  devotion  to 
those  she  loved  was  more  than  ordinary,  and  her  going 
out  from  the  home  circle  has  left  a  void  of  which  we  dare 
not  speak.  One  who  knew  her  in  these  later  years,  after 
telling  of  the  active  part  she  took  in  literary  and  art  clubs, 
writes,  "  Yet  the  place  for  which  she  seemed  best  fitted 
and  shown  most  brilliantly,  in  my  opinion,  was  iu  the 
home  circle.  It  was  lovely  to  see  her  with  her  children," 
&c. 

She  leaves  a  little  group  of  four,  all  too  young  to  realize 
the  greatness  of  their  loss;  but  surely  He  who  took  the 
mother  to  Himself  will  give  them  tender  shepherding. 

Her  strong  trust  in  her  Saviour  was  shown  by  her  resig- 
nation to  His  will,  and  willingness  to  leave  all,  and  go  out 
to  meet  her  Lord.     In   the  last   hours,  the  eonaciousness 
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which  had  been  taken  away  for  some  days  returned,  and 
calmly  and  sweetly  abe  gave  her  earthly  treasures  into  the 
keeping  of  Him  who  had  come  and  called  for  her.  After 
speaking  her  farewells  to  loved  ones  about  her,  and  com- 
forting her  own  heart  and  theirs  by  looking  ^way  from 
the  parting  toward  the  '"  longed  for  home  coming,"  with 
its  glad  reunions,  she  sweetly  fell  asleep — asleep  in  the 
spring  time. 

Our  eyes  grow  so  dim  with  fears  when  we  remember 
she  has  gone  from  us,  but  cau  we  not  wipe  them  away 
wiien  we  think  o"  her  own  "  fulness  of  joy  "  as  she  now 
beholds  "The  King  in  His  beauty?"  For  "Father,  I 
will  that  they  also  whom  Thou  hast  given  me  be  with  nie 
where  1  ara,  that  they  may  behold  the  glory  which  Thou 
hast  given  me."  B, 


''Prai^ile  Be^ii>F>ir>(55  of  a  /T\i(5f7ty  ^^r^d." 


Notice. — In  the  fntLwe  the  Recorder  will  be  sent  to  those 
members  only  wlio  pay  their  dues  of  fifty  cents  (50c,)  per 
aniuMii. 

Anna  (Lyons)  Martin,  ...  .a  son. 

Janie  (Stuart)  Achison,    ....  a  daughter. 

Fanny  (Axtel)  Harman,  .  .a  daughter. 

Belle  (Laugld in)  Marshall,  .  a  son. 

Retzie  (Campl)ell)  Kerr,       ....     a  son. 
Maiy  (Hedges)  Talniage,  .         .  .  a  son. 

Mary  (Robbins)  Miller,       ....     a  d;iughter. 
Laurel  (Locke)  Fletcher,  ...  a  daughter. 

It  is  rumored  that  little  May  Pears  \pill  change  her 
name  and  .sail  for  Europe  next  month  with  Dr.  James 
McClelland,  of  Shady  Side. 

Miss  Annie  Scott  intends  writing  soon  a  little  book, 
the  title  of  which  is  to  be,  "  Reminisceuces  of  a  Brides- 
maid." 

Airy  Fairy  Stonght  is  now  afloat  in  a  matrimonial  boat. 
Mfiy  elie  hft])py  be 


And  c 
Kiii] 


»  calm 


I  Iraiiquilly.  — Im.  Ror. 

There  are  not  many  marriages  to  report  this  vcar,  but 
better  things  are  hoped  for  the  next,  sis  this  is  Leap  Year. 

Mrs.  Retzie  Campbell-Kerr  and  son,  of  WLscousin,  will 
si)end  the  summer  at  the  home  of  her  father,  Sewickley. 

Mrs.  Laurel  Fletcher  was  l)uried  on  Easter  Sunday, 
and  was  completely  covered  with  lilies  and  daisies. 

Mrs.  Fletcher  held  the  office  of  Vice  President  of  the 
Art  Association  of  Indianapolis  before  her  death. 

Ere  these  columns  reach  you  Folic  McKnigiit  will  be 
on  the  briny  deep.  She  will  spend  probably  five  months 
abroad,  in  travel  and  study. 

Miss  Annie  Scott  will  be  present  at  the  Alumns  meet- 
ing if  being  bridesmaid  for  the  eighth  time  does  not  inter- 
fere. 

Miss  Josic  Ormond  has  been  attending  the  School  of 
Design,  Philadelphia,  Pa,,  a  student  of  the  Portrait  class. 


[^Copied  frovi  "  The  Pennsi/lvaman"'] 

*81 — Miss  Georgie  Ormoud  is  attending  the  Univeraity 
in  M'ooster. 

'81 — Miss  Jennie  B.  Clarke  is  now  of  the  College 
faculty. 

'82 — Miss  Mary  Vau  Enian  is  teaching  in  Stella,  Neb. 

'83 — Miss  Nellie  Sykes  is  makiui;  a  specialty  of  the 
languages. 

Margaret  Lyou  has  recently  returned  from  an  extended 
trip  and  sojourn  of  some  length  at  Old  Point  Comfort 
much  improved  in  health;  wherefore  we  rejoice. 

Mrs.  Grace  (Wat.'son)  \Varmca.stle  and  son  will  spend 
the  summer  months  at  her  father's,  Upper  Sandusky,  O., 
with  the  exception  of  a  few  weeks  at  the  deligtful  Island 
of  Middle  Bass. 

EIGHTY-FOUR   CLASS   TO  THE   ALUMNAE   OF 
PENNSYLVANIA  COLLEGE. 

We  are  not  of  the  Alunnnc, 

"We  girls  of  the  "  CInss  of  eighth- four, 
But  (lenr  old  inciter's  students  yet, 

Just  stunding  nt  your  sanctum  door. 
May  we  come  in,  Aliimnie,  please.? 

Are  we  worthy  to  tnke  our  sent? 
Ah,  inel  how  year  is  joined  to  year, 

How  soon  our  days  glide  by,  and  fleet. 

But  yesterday,  but  Freshmen  crude  ; 

Learned  Seniors  seeking  fame  to-day  ; 
To-morrow  graduates; — and  thus 

The  dcnv  old  school  days  pnss  nway. 
Away  as  dreams  o'  night ;  and  yet 

Somewhat  of  fleeting  joys  remnin  ; 
For  fondly  still  our  hearts  and  mind, 

Our  school  girl  happy  hours  retain. 

Doy 
1 

Those  years  you  spent  in  college  Iinlls, 
When  Kutc  was  denreal  thing  on  earth? 

"When  spreads,  o'  nights,  upon  the  sly, 

Werejiist  too  awful  full  of  fun,  you  know  ; 

Life,  after  graduiilion  day. 
Prisms  of  dress,  and  ball,  and  bcnu. 

Or  have  you  tound  the  i-nsy  world 

-    Tou  thought  to  trend  with  bouyant  step, 

"When  Liv\  's  di.ne,  and  Butler's  throrgh 

A  schoiil  with  graver  lessons  yet? 
That  makes  the  heart  ache,"  stead  of  head  ; 

And  trains  the  soul  to  patient  wait 
Life's  problems  Q.  E.  D. :— and  is'nl 

There  some  one  dearer  now  than  Kate? 

Well,  run  the  world  aa't  may,  with  all 

There's  tnsks  to  do  if  joys  tn  share, 
As  "  'twas  in  school,  in  life  must  be  ; 

God  makes  the  curriculum  there. 
If  tasks  arc  hard,  the  honors  hi"h 

When  comes  the  graduation  dav  ; 
For  those  who  faithful  students  are. 

Nor  in  the  ground  their  talents  lay. 

As  wo,  the  Class  of  Eighty-four, 

Join  you  within  the  school  of  life. 
Tenderly  open  vour  hcncts  to  us 

Who 'know  si.  little  yet  of  iu  strife. 
Hope  paints  such  rainbows  our  sky  ; 

Our  dreams  rise  up  so  grand  and  awcet  | 
O  !  point  the  lessons  j-ou've  learned  to  us, 

Stretch  out  your  hands  to  guide  our  feet. 

Our  hearts  go  out  from  the  dear  old  school 

To  Alma""llatcr's  children,  all; 
Our  thoughts,  our  hopes,  our  pniyers  are  still, 

That  honors  come  to  our  college  hall 
Tlirough  those  who  wear  its  Alumna;  budge. 

Let  us,  the  Class  of  Eighty-four, 
By  good  works,  winning  fame,  help  you 

'breath  trarlands  on  our  Alma  Mater's  door. 
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Pennsylvania  Female  College,  June  13th, 


r  Flora  McKnight, 
I  Mrs.  W.  S.  Miller. 


Editors'  DesK- 


Annual  Meeting  of  Akimns  June  13th,  18S4  ;  Annu- 
al Concert  June  13tli,  1884;  Baccalaureate  Sermon  June 
15th,  1884;  Comraeiicement  June  16th,  1884. 

Will  Mrs.  Frank  Greene  please  accept  the  hearty  con- 
gratulations of  the  Recorder.  We  appreciate  the  invita- 
tion to  her  marriage,  and  wish  her  joy  in  this  new  scheme. 

The  Association  has  a  membership  of  114.  There  have 
been  seven  deaths  ;  one  from  class  of  '73,  two  from  '76, 
two  from  '77  and  one  from  '82.  About  40  grandchildren 
have  been  brouglit  to  our  notice. 

In  a  letter  received  from  Miss  Annie  Davis,  Japan,  in 
speaking  of  the  Recorder,  she  says  :  "  Long  may  it  wave. 
You  can  see  what  a  favor  it  must  be  to  one  so  far  away, 
and  I,  for  one,  am  most  deeply  grateful  to  the  originators 
of  the  enterprise."  She  also  sends  her  love  to  the  "old 
girls"  and  to  Miss  Pelletreau. 

Having  occasion  to  call  at  the  College  recently,  we  were 
ushered  into  a  "bran'-new"  parlor;  new  paper  on  the 
walls,  new  carpet  on  the  floors,  new  curtains  at  the  win- 
dows, new  furniture — everything  new  and  beautiful. 
Banks  do  break  and  enterprises  fail  on  every  hand,  but  the 
signs  of  the  times  are  that  our  College  is  bound  to  pros- 
per under  the  present  administration.  While  there  we 
were  also  much  gratified  to  see  a  fine,  new,  life-size  portrait 
of  Rev.  Wra.  Beatty,  D.  D.,  whose  memory  is  .sacredly 
revered  by  all  who  ever  knew  him.  Either  as  teacher  or 
pastor,  always  tenderly  kind  and  warmly  sympathetic,  he 
won  the  regard  of  all  and  love  of  many. 

The  Hymeneal  Kecorder  aud  Necrologist  have  failed 
to  send  in  their  reports  up  to  this  date,  June  5th,  1884. 
We  give  the  list  below,  as  our  knowledge  is,  not  as  a  full 
or  correct  statement : 

Died. — On  Good  Friday,  April  11,  1884,  Indianapolis, 
Ind.,  Mrs.  Laurel  Locke  Fletcher. 

Married. — Miss  Lizzie  Thomas,  of  Salom,  to  Mr. 
Wallace  Imhoff,  of  Pittsburgh,  Oct.  11, 1883.  Miss  Sara 
Fredericks,  of  Burgettstown,  to  Rev.  S.  F.  Marks,  of  Ft. 
Wayne,  Oct.  17,  1883.  Miss  Mary  Ache-son,  of  East 
End,  to  Chas.  Spencer,  Nov.  6,  1883.  Miss  Ratie  O'Neil, 
of  Elizabeth,  to  R.  P.  Kennedy,  ot  Uniontown,  Oct, 
14,  1883.  Miss  Lillian  Pitcairn,  of  Pittsburgh,  to  Chua 
Taylor,  of  Philadelphia,  Oct.  31,  1883,  Miss  Mame 
Patterson,  of  Keokuk,  Iowa,  to  Frank  Greene,  of  St.  Loi 
Miss  Kizzie  J.  Negley  to  Geo.  Seuft,  of  Pittsburgh,  June 
6,  1884. 


When  Mathew  Arnold  visited  theU.  S.  he  admired  our 
girls.  Said  he:  "They  are  much  more  engaging  than 
English  ladies;  are  better  informetl,  and  more  capable  in 
convei-sation.  I  liave  never  met  such  talkingness,"  &c. 
Now,  we  do  wonder  if  any  of  the  ladies  he  met  were  mem- 
bers of  our  Alumna  Association;  or  if  that  is  the  typical 
American  girl,  then  why  have  not  more  responded  to  our 
request  for  contributions?  Why  are  we,  this  last  week 
before  publication,  sitling  waiting  for  a  few  stray  items  that 
may  (?)  come  in,  or  going  out  to  drum  up  something  from. 
the  available  members? 

Many  have  written,  acknowledging  our  card,  'tis  true, 
but,  alas  !  nearly  all  have  cares  (?)  which  will  not  admit 
of  their  engaging  in  any  literary  work  that  would  help  to 
make  our  paper  interesting. 

"In  my  blind  I  bolcT  a.  little  cup,  and  drink  good  liculth  to  nil  these 
people." 

"Alma  Mater"  bids  us  welcome  once  more  at  our  old 
trysting-place  on  the  hill,  asks  her  children  all  home  for  a 
joyful  hand-shaking,  and  merry  recounting  of  past  happy 
days  and  events. 

This  annual  coming  back  is  'ike  a  visit  to  the  fabled 
Fountain  of  Immortal  Youth,  in  the  way  of  renewing  aud 
inspiring  our  energies.  We  old  girls  do  get  rusty — no 
mistake  about  it;  and  this  contact  with  each  other  and 
college  walls  is  to  us  like  friction  to  the  gem — both  need  the 
po'ish  it  gives. 

Here,  too,  we  are  reminded  of  onr  vows  to  .seek  the  fair 
Minerva,  and  we  go  away  to  our  homes  stronger  for  the 
work  and  better  able  to  enjoy  the  pleasures  thus  attained. 


INTERESTING  TO  THOSE  WHO  KNEW  HIM. 

"A  Race  Well  i?i(H."— Billy's  grey  hairs  appeal  no 
longer  in  vain;  he  has  this  .si)ring  tiiken  the  degree  of 
superannuated. ^_^.^ 

CHANGES  OF  NAME  AND  ADDRESS. 

Mrs.  R.  E.  Cliistlett  {nee  Rensliaw),  Crown  Hill,  Indi- 
anapolis, lud. 

Mre.  Chas.  Stewart  {nee  Caninliell),  SewicUley,  ?a. 

Miss  Slerrett,  3800  Walnut  Street,  f  hiladelpliia,  Pa. 

Mrs.  El  nest  Acluson  {nee  Stuart),  Wasliingtou,  Pa. 

Mrs.  Jos.  Mayer  {nee  Townsend),  New  Brighton,  Pa. 

Mrs.  John  Kerr  {nee  Campbell),  Oconto,  Wis. 

Mrs.  F.  R.  Martin  {nee  Lyons),  Varna,  Ills. 

Mrs.  W.  C.  Irvine  {Tiee  Stoughton),  Cleveland,  O. 

Mrs.  Clias.  Taylor  (Tiee  Pitcairn),  Swissvale,  Pa. 

Mrs.  R.  P.  Marshall  (iifc  Laughlin),  Mahoning,  Pa. 

Mrs.  John  Pardee  {nee  McCay),  RocliCftcr,  N.  Y. 

Miss  Esther  Reynolds,  Arch  Street,  Philailelphia,  Pa. 

Mrs,  T.  D.  Haimaii  {nee  Axtel),  Walnut  Street,  East 
Pittsburgli,  Pa. 

Mrs.  Kev.  Marks  [me  Fredericks),  Ft.  Wayne,  Ind. 

Mrs.  Robt.  P.  Kennedy  {nee  O'Neil),  Uniontown,  Pa. 

Mrs.  Wiu.  Imhoff  (nee  Thomas),  Penn  Avenue,  East 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

Miss  Van  Kman,  Stella,  Neb. 

Mrs.  Frank  W.  Greene,  Keokuk,  Iowa. 

Mrs.  W.  S.  Miller,  323  Denniston  Avenue,  East  Pitts 
I  burgh.  Pa. 
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Helen  M.  Sykes,  of  '83,  expet-ts  to  teach  next  year,  if 
she  can  find  a  desirable  location. 

'75— Kate  Wheate,  room  5,  P.  F.  C. 

77 — Mis,  Kate  liammelsberg,  Ciucinnati,  O. 

'84 — Katherine  Raramel,  France. 

Mary  Achesoii  Spencer  has  just  set  up  liousekeeping ; 
no  time  to  write  for  llie  Recorder. 

Bessie  McKnigUt  Gregg  will  spend  (he  summer  at 
"  Kii  buck,"  the  residence  of  her  father,  in  Allegheny  City. 


<$09tribtJtiops. 


DREAMS  OF  77. 

Your  communication,  rerjiicsting  a  contribution  to  the 
Alumn;!-:  Recokdek,  ray  dear  friend,  reaolie<I  me  wliilst  I 
was  pleasantly  sojoui'ning  in  the  romantic  old  town  of 
Aladiu,  and,  strange  to  Hay,  at  that  very  time  ray  tlioughts 
were  running  in  the  same  groove,  when  your  note  bade 
thera  continue. 

So  it  is  scarcely  surprising  that,  as  I  sat  in  the  twilighi, 
before  the  great  blazing  logs,  later  in  the  evening,  that 
memories  of  the  past  should  weave  themselves  into  idle 
dreams  of  dear  old  '77.  My  thoughts  wandered  to  the  old 
sky-light  recitation  room,  where  daily  we  filed  in  to  occu- 
py the  chairs  'rou'.d  the  old  table,  at  the  head  of  which 
the  Doctor  presided. 

Ah!  I  can  see  you  all  now,  lounging — for  no  one  felt 
specially  energetic  after  mounting  to  thit  lofty  height — 
one  by  one,  or  in  twos,  perhaps,  into  the  regular  seats. 
There  comes  Retzie,  laden  down  with  an  armful  of  books, 
with  the  contents  of  which  she  is  sure  to  be  familiar,  as 
every  one  knows  Retz  would  never  permit  the  Doctor  to 
say  "next"  to  a  question  addressed  to  her;  and  is  it  only 
a  dream  that  she  afterwards  devoted  herself  to  the  imj)art- 
ing  of  that  knowledge  (o  youthful  minds  intrusted  to  her 
care,  and  that  subsequent  circumstances  induced  her  to  re- 
sign ill  order  to  undertake  a  pastoral  charge  in  the  WestV 
As  I  gaze  the  field  is  before  nae,  and  it  comprises  a  hus- 
band and  child. 

But  while  I  muse  others  are  coming  in,  and  I  notice  Sue 
nestling  close  to  Retz,  for  oh!  what  a  stand-by  she  was  in 
an  emergency ;  those  who  sat  near  knew  only  too  well.  I 
think  I  see  Sue  now,  quite  as  pretty  as  ever,  and  I  am 
sure,  since  such  a  sorrow  has  passed  over  her,  and  laid  its 
cares  upon  her,  only  an  added  sweetness  will  grow  upon 
her  face.  You  may  be  sure  that  where  Sue  is,  there 
"Stought"  will  be  found  also;  and  I  can  hear  distinctly 
the  burst  of  laughter  which  imniedialeiy  follows  one  of 
her  struggles  with  Strong  versus  Haven. 

Flora,  the  wit  and  life  of  the  cli^s,  accompanied  by  her 
familiar,  who  has  long  since  passed  away,  is  entering  now, 
so  we  can  easily  account  for  the  breeze  just  springing  up, 


and  the  breezes  continue  blowing  hi r her  and  thither. 
Sometimes  one  bears  us  news  of  Flora  In  southern  climes, 
again  from  western  wilds;  and  is  it  only  in  fancy  that  I 
scent  the  salty  fragrance  which  tells  us  that  the  breezes 
from  across  the  Atlantic  may  bring  us  news  of  her  in  the 
coming  summer"? 

Why  is  it  girls  almost  always  go  in  twos?  Who  ever 
conceived  the  idea  of  separating  Grace  and  Mame  in 
thought,  word  or  deed  ?  and  now,  though  tliey  have  seated 
themselves  with  text-books  piled  liigh  before  thera,  I  can't 
help  Lut  see  tliat  poetical  scrap-book  peering  out  from  the 
botiom.  I  wonder  if  Grace  instills  her  vast  poetical  lore 
into  the  mind  of  young  Karl,  and  if  Mame  finds  her  two 
pretty  children  as  apt  pupils  as  were  the  Grammar  Classes 
of  the  Pennsylvania  College? 

A  charred  log  lalls  away  from  the  fire,  aud  through  the 
bright  flame  dancing  up  I  see  the  frolicsome  sisters,  Aggie 
and  Lillie ; 


'And  none  who  kn' 
Their  coinnuinical 


V  tlieiii  would  dure 


But  methinks  it  was  a  gentle  ''yea"  that  has  caused  LilHe 
to  preside  over  a  Taylor  establishment  on  tlie  banks  of  the 
turbid  waters  of  the  Monongahela. 

Ah  !  there  1  see  Sallie  and  May  in  their  f>ld  places  at  the 
end  of  the  table,  and  from  their  eager  looks  and  hurrying 
pencils,  during  the  few  minutes  of  roll-call,  I  imagine  they 
are  are  preparing  an  ageeable  surprise  for  Prof.  H. 

Somehow,  at  that  time,  May  never  gave  promise  of  any 
proficiency  in  medicine,  and  so  I  must  be  dreaming,  when 
in  the  near  future  I  see  her  a  partner  in  the  leading  firm 
of  tiie  Honifeopathic  school. 

Let  me  walk  'round  the  doctor — it  won't  take  long — 
and  it  brings  me  to  the  places  so  conspicuously  occupied  by 
our  western  meinbei:s.  Fancy,  unsubstantiated  by  fact, 
is  generally  unreliable,  even  in  dreams;  aud  though  their 
history  remains  nnrevealed,  memory  recalls  to  me  a  pure 
and  noble  record,  which  will  follow  them  tlirough  life. 

Don't  start;  it's  only  a  Lyon,  long  since  lamed,  with 
utter  harmlessness,  by  severe  and  oft-repeated  doses  of 
Mental  Philosophy,  Life  still  continues  on  the  basis  of 
this  pliilosopby,  and  the  teaching  has  not  been  in  vain. 

I  hear  the  Doctor  call  "Miss  King."  "  Excused  to- 
day," answers  the  maiden  who  Hedges  her  in  upon  the 
other  side.  She,  whose  outburst  of  French  eloquence  on 
commencement  day,  has  been  forgotten  for  a  sim])ter  lan- 
guage, better  adapted  to  infantile  lips. 

Ah  I  Anne,  friend  of  many  brides,  in  my  dreams  I  see 
you,  with  your  wonted  dignity,  slowly,  and  to  solemn  mu- 
sic, moving  up  the  aisle,  where  bridal  f/atcs  will  open  wide 
to  receive  you. 

Dreams  are  not  definite,  and  ere  my  fire  burns  too  low, 
let  me  cast  one  glance  at  bright-haired,  laughing  Maggie, 
whose  cheery,  happy  humor  caused  many  a  break  in  our 
school-day  clouds,  and  oftiraes  changing  a  sigh  into  a 
smile.  "  God  temper  the  wind,"  and  so  may  that  courage 
aud  cheer  prove  to  her,  as  to  us,  a  solace  In  her  hour  of 
ueed. 


6 
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Only  the  blackened  embers  remain,  but  the  memories 
they  bave  lighted  up,  are  with  me  still. 

"So  the  dreams  dcpiirt, 

So  till?  rading  phantoms  flee, 
And  the  snd  rcnlity 
Must  ptny  its  part." 

An  Old  Maid. 


Sewicklei/,  Pa.,  May  17,   1S84. 
Dear  MUs  Editor: 

Is  is  all  very  well  to  read  about  tlie  "Boys  of  '76,"  litit. 
for  ray  nart,  I'd  vather  hiiar  something  about  tlie  "  Girls 
of  '75."  Where  are  they?  Only  two  of  them  at  last 
year's  AbimuK  meeting,  and  a  letter  in  the  Recorder 
from  a  third !  That  is  a  fine  showing  for  a  clas.s  of  16. 
Why  weren't  Flo,  Hohnes  and  Eraina  Merrott  there,  at 
least?  They  live  so  near,  that  I  expected  surely  to  meet 
them.  Rachie  McCnlloch  was  away  from  home,  I  remem- 
ber. It  was  my  first  attendance  at  a  reunion  of  tlic  Alum- 
nse  but  I  was  determined  it  shan't  be  my  last.  It  seems 
so  good  to  get  back  to  the  dear  old  place  and  find  some  of 
the  same  girls  there — albeit,  perchance,  with  new  names — 
and  to  sit  down  at  the  table,  beaded  by  Miss  Pelletreau,  as 
of  yore ! 

How  we  have  scattered  and  lost  sight  of  each  other — we, 
who  were  sure  wc  should  all  exchange  letters  at  least  once 
a  yea I  ! 

Where  is  Lafie  Rcid,  uur  valediciorlan — the  "  Marie"  of 
the  "Duzenberry  Family"— {is  that  tbe  way  we  spelled 
it?  I  well  remember  the  Frenchified  pronunciation  we 
used  to  give  it.)  I  wonder  if  she  has  forgotten  Iiei'  "  Lo- 
renzo !"  Lafie's  name  suggests,  by  association,  that  of 
Mary  Wiglitman.  We  all  know  what  good  fortune  lias 
befallen  her ;  and  we  are  proud  that  at  least  one  of  our 
class  has  had  a  jiatent  of  nobility  conferred  upon  her,  and 
glad  that,  like  Tenny=on,  she  made  up  her  mind  not  to  re- 
fuse it. 

Indeed,  titles  appear  to  be  tempting  to  our  class.  But 
doesn't  it  seem  strange  that  Annie  Wainwrigbt  should 
have  been  made  an  Abbot?  One  would  have  exjiected 
rather  to  hear  of  her  as  an  abbess,  though,  really,  she  was 
rather  too  lively  for  us  to  anticipate  ber  joining  any  mo- 
nastic order  !  Besides,  who  would  bave  thought  that  she 
could  be  persuaded  to  leave  her  old  chum,  Sue  Barrett ! 
Such  in.separab^es  as  tbey  were!  "Sue  and  Annie" 
sounded  as  natural  as  "  Damon  and  Pytliias."  But  now 
Annie  is  e.slablished  as  Mother  Superior,  while  Sue  is 
still  the  "Angel  of  the  Home"— at  least  her  niother  doubt- 
less looks  upon  her  as  that. 

Yes,  chums  must  be  parted  ;  witness  Lillian  and  Nettie. 
Who  would  bave  thought,  as  Nettie— and  somebody  else- 
used  to  horrify  tbe  staid  Lillie  with  highly  theatrical  ren- 
derings of  scenes — not  from  Hamlet— that  a  very  few  years 
would  see  Nettie  settled  down  into  a  model  minister's  wife, 
while  her  fellow-actor  and  the  audience  of  one  were  still 
frisking  around  ;  the  latter  indispensable  in  charitable  fairs 
and  entertainments;  tbe  former  helping  to  manage  a  shoot- 


ing-gallery for  young  idea?,  down  in  Sewickley,  and  hav- 
ing a  pretty  good  time  withal. 

Speaking  of  deserting  room-mates,  who  has  done  so  moi'e 
basely  than  Mary  Mcintosh  (Wells)!  Didn't  even  marry 
the  one  I  had  laid  out  for  her,  eitlier ! 

AVIiat  has  become  of  Carrie  Jenks?  We  heard  that  she 
had  gone  to  Wellesley,  and  one,  at  least,  of  her  old  class- 
mates wrote  to  her  there;  but  in  vain.  Wasn't  she  the 
girl  to  have  in  a  Butler's  Analogy  class!  She  could  re- 
cite four  times  as  much  of  the  lesson  in  a  given  number  of 
minutes  as  anyouo  else  in  the  class;  and,  of  course,  the 
more  wlie  recited  the  less  there  was  for  us  to  do.  How  we 
wou'd  have  rejoiced  to  see  her  allowed  to  recite  it  all,  as 
she  certainly  would  have  done,  had  she  not  been  interrupted 
by  "Next!" 

Is  it  true  that  Ida  Harden  is  about  to  desert  Wlieeling 
for  Boston  ? 

As  for  the  "Keokuk  Girls,"  as  we  used  to  collectively 
name  them,  I  thiidc  it's  a  shame  that  Mayrie  Cleaver  didn't 
tell  us  about  all  three  of  them,  in  the  letter  we  all  enjoyed 
ao  much  last  summer;  but  I  suppose  she  was  depending 
■upon  them  to  write  lor  themselves.  Does  Ella  explain  all 
tbe  nonsense  of  life  as  philosophically  as  she  did  Mother 
Goose's  rhymes,  I  wonder?  Doe-s  Mame  Patterson  ever 
have  occasion  to  exclaim,  *'  Oh,  mercy,  girls!"  as  pathetic- 
ally as  she  used  to  when  lier  desk-mate  in  the  laboratory 
put  the  wrong  re-agents  into  the  "  unknowns  ?" 

Ob,  that  old  "lab!"  What  good  times  we  had  there; 
and  what  delightful  odoi-s  we  used  to  leave  for  the  botany 
class  that  recited  immediately  after  us!  Didn't  we  enjoy 
seeing  the  girls  come  in  with  their  handkerchiefs  over 
their  noses  to  shutout  the  "  vi'e  smells,"  as  they  called 
them,  to  which  we  were  quite  hardened!  I  bave  had  a 
chemistry  class  myself  since  then,  and  the  first  whiff  I  got 
of  sulphurated  hydrogen,  the  day  we  began  using  it,  car- 
lied  me  back  to  P.  F.  C.  I  could  fairly  see  the  room  full 
of  girls,  with  dear  little  Miss  Wadleigh  flying  around, 
making  one  think  of  a  bird,  Hitting  from  one  lo  another 
of  her  brood,  just  learing  to  fly. 

Well-a-day  !  tiiose  were  pleasant  times  ;  and  when  I  get 
to  thinking  of  them  I  am  in  danger  of  letting  my  pen  run 
away  with  me,  so  I  mu.st  stop  it  right  here. 

Hoping  that  I  shall  be  able  to  be  at  the  Alumnie  meet- 
ing this  year,  and  that  I  shall  meet  there  many  of  my 
class-mates  and  other  old  friends,  I  say,  good-l)ye. 

Jennie  B.  Wallace,  '75. 


Eochestej-,  N.  Y. 
Dear  Girls: 

When  I  received  the  card  from  one  of  our  editors  asking 
me  to  write  something  for  tbe  Kecorder— "  any  items  of 
interest  concerning  myself  or  other  members  of  the  asso- 
ciation "—I  felt  quite  perplexed.  In  the  first  place,  I  don't 
think  anything  startling  or  exciting  has  happened  to  nie 
lately,  so  I  bave  nothing  of  interest  in  that  line  to  relate; 
and  secondly,  I  am  so  completely  separated  from  any  of 
tbe  Alumna'  that  I  find  no  material  there.     But,  as  I  bave 
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siicli  a  deep  interest  in  everytbiiig  coiieeiiiing  tUe  dear  old 
P.  F.  C,  I  resolved  to  send  a  lew  words  of  greeting,  at 
k'.-ist,  and,  knowing  they  will  be  prosy,  I  liereijy  give  to  all 
full  liberty  to  "skip"  wlnjn  tliey  come  to  tliis  article,  and 
I  shall  not  reel  at  all  olfeiuled.  To  be  real  bonest,  I  liave 
another  motive  in  writing,  jind  that  is,  I  am  anxions  tliat 
the  little  class  of  '79  shall  not  be  forgotten;  for,  nc.-er 
having  done  anything  remarkable,  our  only  claim  to 
notoriety  is  that  we  were  Miss  PelJctieau's  Jirst  senior 
class. 

I  think  the  first  number  of  tlie  Recorder  was  quite  a 
success,  and  those  of  us  who  could  not  attend  tlie  annual 
meeting  warmly  welcomed  its  arrival  ami  re'ud  every  word 
of  it  with  pleasure. 

The  only  fanlt  I  have  to  find  with  my  new  home  in  this 
beautiful  city  is  that  I  see  so  few  old  friends  and  school- 
mates. There  is  vei'y  little  intercourse  between  the  two 
cities,  and  it  has  amazed  me  to  find  how  little  the  people 
here  know  about  the  old  "  Smoky  Town,"  so  interesting  to 
ns.  Tliose  of  you  who  know  by  experience  wliat  it  is 
never  to  see  a  familiar  face,  can  appieciate  how  I  enjoyed 
a  little  visit  a  few  weelis  ago  IVom  Miss  Hazlett.  Her  name, 
and  the  remembrance  of  iier,  are  so  dear  to  all  who  were 
ever  inside  the  College  walls  while  she  taught  there,  that 
I  know  you  will  be  interested  in  hearing  something  of  her. 
She  has  been  teaching  this  yeav  at  the  Seminary  in  Clifton 
Springs,  and  is  just  the  same  dear  Miss  Ha/.lett  she  used 
to  be. 

Oh,  what  good  times  we  had  talking  ovei'  the  past,  and 
discussing  the  different  teachers  and  scholars  wlioae  names 
are  linked  with  Ihose  happy  College  days! 

I  wish  ail  my  old  friends  could  visit  nie,  and  see  what  a 
charming  place  is  the  ■'  Flower  City  '■  of  New  York,  with 
such  natural  attractions  as  the  Genesee  Falls  and  the 
beautiful  Lake  Ontaria,  so  near,  and,  in  addition,  the  real 
gems  of  art  and  architecture  that  are  found  here.  But, 
oh,  the  people  are  such  Yankees  ! 

Many  a  laugh  we  have  at  cacli  others  expense  over  the 
peculiar  expressions  and  inflections  in  our  language  and 
conversation,  which  betray  unmistakably  our  native  States. 
But,  I  am  very  loyal,  and  don't  intend  to  lose  my  individu- 
ality, so  I  always  insist  that  the  provincialisms  of  the 
"Pennsylvania  girl''  are  inhuitely  preferable  to  those  of 
the  Yankees. 

I  sincerely  hope  some  of  you  will  come  and  see  for 
yourselves  all  the  things  I  must  not  take  time  to  write 
about,  and  the  fact  that  you  claim  the  Pennsylvania  Col- j 
lege  as  youv  Alma  Matei',  shall  be  a  talisman  that  will 
insure  your  welcome. 

I  wish  very  sincerely  that  I  could  be  present  at  the  | 
Ahimnie  meeting,  and  I  hope  it  may  be  a  large  and  de- 
lightful one.  I  join  the  other  members  in  giving  a  cordial 
welcome  to  the  class  of  '84,  and  send  loving  remembrances 
to  all  old  friends.  Westanna  McCay-Pardee. 


Now  what  does  Flora  mean  by  "  the  work  here  "?  Does 
she  take  us  for  out  and  out  heathen  ?  It  is  true  that  occa- 
sionally a  Pottowotamie  or  Menominee  Indian  wanders 
around  this  way,  liut  still  we  reject  with  energy  any  words 
that  seem  to  imply  the  existence  of  heathen  here. 

Oconto  is  simply  the  "jumping  off  point,"  if  you  know 
what  that  is.  Ours  is  a  city  built,  not  on  a  hill,  but  upon 
saw  dust,  while  on  all  sides  of  us  are  sand,  swamps  and 
lakes.  Unlike  the  East  End,  this  country  is  flat  as  a  pan- 
cake. From  our  swamps  cornea  a  melodious  chorus,  and 
even  now  the  gentle  bull-frog  is  singing  his  evening  lullaby. 

Life  in  the  nortli-west  as  a  minister's  wife  is  no  easy  lot. 
Society  is  very  much  mixed  in  these  young  towns.  The 
.«ame  condition  of  affairs  is  found  in  church  life. 

Few,  except  those  who  have  had  the  experience,  know  a 
fraction  of  the  worries  and  vexations  which  come  to  the 
minister's  family.  It  is  amazing  how  old  a  girl  becomes 
when  she  marries  a  minister;  for  she  finds  that  she  is  invited 
to  companies  given  for  the  old  folks,  while  the  younger 
members  of  society  have  other  pleasantries  at  other  times. 

Many  trials  could  be  enumerated,  but  I  will  refrain,  for 
(ear  of  proving  a  stumbling-block  to  any  others  of  the 
Alumnje  who  may  be  contemplating  the  same  step  I  took 
wlien  I  married  a  minister.  Let  me  say,  that  though  a 
minister's  life  is  harassed  with  cares  of  all  kinds,  yet  his  is 
the  highest  calling  on  earth,  and  not  unworthy  the  compa- 
ny and  help  of  the  highest  yir!. 

Evei'y  ministers  wife  will  find  out,  sooner  or  later,  that 
the  circle  of  her  iiHimale  friends  is,  comparatively  speak- 
ing, (lulte  small. 

Society  privileges,  I  have  none  worth  speaking  of,  but 
our  own  home  is  brightened  by  the  presence  of  a  sociable 
little  ministerial  lledgling,  who  is  almost  nine  months  old. 
He  keeps  my  hands  and  my  mind  busy,  so  that  now  I  do 
not  miss,  as  much  as  I  did,  the  social  privileges  I  left  be- 
hind me  when  I  turned  my  face  towards  the  northwest 
and  mj'  back  upon  home.  I  regret  that  I  cannot  be  with 
you  in  June  to  welcome  the  new  class  into  our  meeting 
and  look  upon  the  dear  faces  of  Miss  Pelletreau  and  the 
Alumnie  present.  Especially  would  I  be  reraerabered  to 
the  class  of  '71,  and  hope  they  all  may  respond  to  the 
editor's  appeal,  that  I  may  hear  from  thorn  through  the 
Alumn-e  REcoaDER.  Retzie  Cami'bell-Eerr. 


OcO}ilo,  Wts!.,  Maij  7th,  ISS.',. 
Dear  Oirh: 

A  pathetic  appeal  from  Flora  McKnight,  asking  foi' 
something  "  about  the  work  done  here,"  was  received  late- 
ly, and  from  sympathy  for  the  poor  editresses,  I  will  write 
a  letter. 


Mount  Fleasanl,  April  SOth,  ISS4. 
Dear   Friends: 

I  assure  you,  lack  of  time,  and  not  of  intention,  has 
been  the  cause  of  my  delay  in  answer.ing  youi'  postal. 

Words  fail  me  to  express  the  enjoyment  1  found  in  the 
Aliims/e  Recorder.  I  was  disappointed  not  to  hear  from 
more  of  "the  girls"  through  its  column.?,  but  trust  this 
year  all  may  report  themselves.  I  try  to  keep  posted  as 
much  as  possible,  particularly  about  the  class  of  '75.  We 
have  lost  one  more  from  the  ranks  of  "Old  Maidenhood" 
this  year. 

Mamie  Patterson  has  gone  with  some  "  Greene"  youth 
to  St.  Louis  to  live. 

Susie  Barrett,  I  hear,  is  in  Cincinnati  with  her  invalid 
mother.  Mrs.  Nettie  (Jamison)  Vincent  and  Mrs.  Mary 
(Wightman)  Noble  I  see  in  imagination  to-night  singing 
lullaby  to  their  little  darlings. 
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A  Japanese  girl,  a  pupil  of  Anna  K.  Davis,  writes: 
"You  ask  about  my  dear  teaclier;  she  can  talk  our 
language  very  well.  We  are  wonrlering  at  Iier  vapid  im- 
provement; she  bas  been  kept  veiy  well  and  strong  all 
tbrougb  the  year,  and  we  are  very  glad  oT  it." 

Of  myself  there  is  little  to  say.  1  have  found  much 
pleasure,  and  I  trust  benefit,  this  winter  in  pursuing  the 
C.  L.  S.  C.  studies.  I  wonder  how  many  members  of  our 
Alumna;  are  members  of  the  "  Home  College,"  over  wbieb 
Dr.  Vincent  presides! 

With  a  btart  full  of  love  for  Ibe  P.  F.  C.  and  the  mem- 
beis  of  the  Alumna>,  I  am,  yours  tiuly, 

Lapie  C.  Reid,  Class  of    't5. 


It  seems  almost  incredible  that  another  year  Uhb  passed, 
and  tliat  we  have  assembled  within  tliese  saered  wall.s  once 
more.  We  need  some  wider  house  where  we  can  visit 
and  find  ourselves  in  a  more  extended  circle  of  sympathy 
tlian  in  tlie  narrow  ring  of  a  family,  and  nowhere  can  we 
seek  a  truer  and  purer  bond  of  fellowship  than  under  the 
benignant,  smile  of  our  Alma  Mater.  What  one  of  us  (I 
mean  the  older  graduates),  as  we  bear  life's  burdens  day 
liy  day,  when  we  assemble  here  and  meet  each  otiier  face 
to  face,  but  have  sweet  memories  of  our  school  ilays  wafted 
back  to  us  with  startling  vividness  by  some  trifling  in- 
stance, softened  by  tirae,  but  still  there.  And  how  often 
we  say,  "  How  this  or  that  reminds  one  of  when  I  was  at 
tlie  College."  Some  of  us  are  very  happy.  Yes;  and 
some  of  our  hearts  are  aching,  and  not  from  faults  of  our 
own  in  many  cases,  but  our  lives  are  embittered  and  our 
faith  blighted,  even  thougli  our  youth  has  not  vanishetl. 
but  still  we  sliould  be  bright  and  liappy,  even  if  God  has 
given  some  of  us  heavy  crosses  to  bear.  The  holy  memory 
of  our  dead  come  like  leaves  of  healing  to  our  hearts  torn 
and  wounded  by  the  thorns  of  daily  living.  How  it  makes 
ray  heart  ache  to  be  compelled  to  record  the  death  of 
Laurel  LoL-ke-Fletcher,oneof  the  most  gifted  and  brilliant 
women  that  ever  graduated  from  fliis  College,  Ijut  "the 
narrow  bed  and  the  grass"  hides  the  best  and  purest  of 
us.  Her  life  was  sweet  and  simple  in  its  innate  nobility, 
a  true  and  earnest  nature,  a  soul  puie  and  single  in  pur- 
pose, soaring  above  the  selfiKh  ambitions  of  the  world  and 
living  only  for  her  husband  and  little  children,  beautified 
by  the  graceful  touches  that  hallow  every  daily  duty  like 
tiie  faint  fragrance  that  clings  about  God's  lilies.  Such  a 
life  when  we  comprehend  all  commands  a  woi'shipful  ad- 
roiiation  perhajis  from  its  very  rarity,  and  how  noble  her 
death  seems  when  we  know  she  gave  it  U|>  for  that  little 
human  bud.  "  But  it  is  not  all  of  life  to  live,  nor  all  of 
deatli  to  die."  LiDiE  Campbell-Stewabt. 


ourselves  in  terms  sufficiently  ambiguous,  or,  as  the  poet 
(was  it  Milton  or  Shakespeare?)  says.  "You  must  get  up 
all  the  germs  of  the  transcendental  terms  and  plant  them 

erywhere,"  and  our  reputation  is  made.  Now,  I  think 
that  one  of  the  most  promising  signs  of  this  intellectual 
period  is  the  appearance  of  the  Recordek.  No  doubt, 
in  time  to  come,  historians  will  refer  to  it  as  the  Morning 
Star  of  the  Era. 

With  a  corps  of  over  one  hundred  reporters — each  one 
a  graduate  and  a  "  B.  A.,"  or,  at  least,  an  "  M.  P." — what 
a  power  it  ought  to  be ! 

So,  in  response  to  the  modest  request  made  by  the  editors, 
I  had  intended  discoursing  on  some  elevating  subject,  but  for 
certain  reasons,  best  known  to  myself,  1  did  not  do  so. 
However,  I  have  noticed  that  notwithstanding  the  high 
degree  of  culture  now  prevailing,  there  is  still  a  liankeriug 
in  the  female  mind,  an  aching  void  which  naught  but 
gossip  can  fill.  I  will,  therefore,  pander  to  this  depraved 
taste,  and  if  I  have  any  more  space  use  it  in  personalities, 
Sincerely  yours.  Aras. 

One  sunny  da^',  while  tying  in  a  hammock,  I  had  been 
reading  "The  Happy  Valley,"  and  was  idly  musing  on  tt, 
when  my  book  fell  gently  from  my  hand  and  a  vision  ap- 
peared to  me.  I  saw  a  fine  garden,  over  the  gate  of  which 
were  the  figures  "77,"  and  entwined  in  beautiful  tlnweie 
the  words,  "  Ne  tenles  aut  perjice.'"  The  |)hice  was  enclosed 
by  flowering  Hudges,  in  the  branches  of  which  sany  happy 
Bobbins.  Fragrant  tfowcrs  were  growing  in  profusion,  and 
luscious  Pears  and  fruits  of  all  kinds  were  there.  The  only 
occupants  of  garden  were  a  Lyon,  King  of  beasts,  and  a 
Campbell.  These  went  Scott  free.  There  was  no  one  to 
fear  them  and  the}'  were  unmolested,  for  no  Fowler  could 
undo  the  Xocte,  and  the  Slewarls  were  faithful,  and  the 
guardian  of  the  place  was  a  Strong  man. 

Afar  off,  in  a  distant  part  of  the  garden,  a  beautiful  tem- 
ple arose  from  an  eminence.  From  the  portals  of  tiie  tem- 
ple there  were  twenty  young  girls  passing,  each  bearing  in 
her  hand  a  scroll,  with  her  name  engraved  thereon.  They 
all  seemed  glad,  and  yet  sorrowful,  to  go,  and,  as  the  last 
one  turned  to  say  farewell — here  I  awoke  with  a  crick  in 
my  back,  and  found  my  head  resting  on  an  old  catalogue 
of  the  P.  F,  C.  S. 


Dear  Recorder  : 

They  say  that  this  present  age  is  to  be  distinguished  as 
one  of  great  mental  culture  and  literary  attainment;  that 
"in  order  to  shine  in  a  high  esthetic  line"  one  must  at 
least  write  a  book,  and  conver.se  learnedly  on  such  subjects 
as  "The  Cosmo-s,"  "Evolution,"  "The  Survival  of  the 
Fittest,"  and  other  entertaining  matter.  This  is  not  such 
a  difficult  thing  as  it  may  appear.     If  we  only  express 
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It  has  been  the  aim  of  the  College  autliorities  to  in- 
crease, each  year,  the  facilities  for  thorough  work  in  the 
various  departments. 

During  the  present  year,  a  number  of  standard  works 
have  been  added  to  the  library;  a  line  set  of  classical 
maps  provided ;  a  skeleton,  and  complete  physiological 
and  botanical  charts  purchased ;  the  laboratory  replenished 
'and  supplied  with  a  galvanic  battery  of  six  cells,  a 
Teopler-Holtz  machine,  and  a  number  of  smaller  pieces 
illustrative  of  physical  laws;  and  planispheres,  a  teb 
luriuni,  and  a  telescope  purchased  for  the  use  of  the 
students  of  Astronomy. 

The  telescope  is  a  reflector  of  5i  inches  aperture,  with 
a  power  of  400  obtainable,  and  proves  highly  satisfactory, 
both  by  reason  of  its  intrinsic  beauty  and  the  clearness 
and  delicacy  of  its  observations.  The  instrument  is  from 
the  celebrated  manufactory  of  J.  A.  Brashear,  of  this  city. 
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"/  cannot  but  remember  such  things  were."—"Joeunda  est  memoria  praeleritorum  dierum." 


PITTSBUROH,  JUNE  5tli,  1885. 


No.  3. 


EDITORS  : 

Rebecca  Ferree  Renshaw, 

Margaret  Stewart  Lyon. 


Atiolhcr  year  I 
And  aiiollier  y 


s  |ierislicJ  rroiii  ■ 
ir  hns  marked  its 


r  iiumliered  sj)acc 


nndc 


■S  U|)0 


Tfac 


shadowed  in  the  pasi, 

lirrorcd  in  life's  own  looking-g 


Another  i[norter  s 
Anfi  its  thoughts  and  hopes 
Another  smiling  suiumer  has  faded  from  our  view. 
And  another  goklen  autumn  has  vanished  from  iis  too. 
Lciving  only  chilly  winter  to  repeat  the  same  old  i.ile, 
As  she  points  lier  snowy  finger  at  the  fury  of  tiie  gale. 
Twii.ght  falls;  the  riicliering  shallows  of  the  firelight^  fitful  glare, 
Inttnveaving  old-time  fancies,  dreaming  tastlcs  in  the  air. 
W.itch  thai  (lanie.soglad  Iriiimphant,  burst  from  out  the  blackened  n 
.See,  it  wavers — gasps  one  moinem — all  is  o'er,  alas  ! 
So  like  many  ri;Eoliitions,  made  and  marred  in  days  gone  by, 
ilave  blijs.?omcd  soon  and  faded,  e'er  we've  yet  begnn  to  try. 
I  fresh  track  for  our  race, 


\Vh 


e  hail  anoihei 


vith  iintiei 


g  for  a  henveiily  plat 


■'"-  The-  jotii-nals  answer  to  liieir  lities  as  clearly  and  dis- 
tinctly, and  :i5  much  to  tlie  point,  ns  the  AlumN-E  Recor- 
i)Ert;  and  yet  each  time  conies  the  helpless  appeal  to  the 
Macedonian  ciy  of  the  itnposed-upon  editors  :  "  What  shall 
I  write  about?  " 

.Some  one  say.s:  "  My  mind  to  me  a  kingdom  is."  but  we 
freeiy  confess  that  the  kingdom  of  our  editorial  mind  is  ter- 
minated by  the  word  "limited."  and  we  magnaniirtously 
grant  permission  to  every  subject  to  exercise  Jbr  herself  tlie 
theme  most  fitted  to  her  ability. 

Nothing  would  please  us  more  than  a  true  literary  im- 
petus. But  who  among  us,  since  the  days  when  with  bewil- 
dered brain  and  agonized  tears,  we  produced  those  brilliant 
episdes  applauded  by  a  long-suffering  public,  has  written 
one  line  that  would  raise  the  literary  standard  of  the  age. 
We  don't  aigue  the  question  of  ability,  but  we  have  yet  to 
hear  of  one  Pennsylvania  Female  College  graduate  who  has 
even  domied  the  mande  of  a  newspaper  correspondent.  If 
the  statement  is  incorrect — and  we  hope  it  is  so — may  our 
next  issue  herald  the  fact,  and  do  full  justice  to  her,  who  is 
the  first  to  wave  the  blue  stocking  from  die  college  tower. 

Then,  should  we  be  more  successlul  as  scientists  ?  Shades 
of  Rankin,  Burroughs  and  Wadleigh !  Look  not  down  upon 
us  for  we  are  fallen  !  The  crystal  cyphon  is  broken,  the  pre- 
cious acid  is  spilt,  and  we  have  ceased  to  meditate  upon  the 
relative  proportions  of  oxygen  and  nitrogen  in  our  daily  life. 
Still,  there  may  be  some  light  under  a  bushel :  some  timid 
maiden  not  bom  to  blush  unseen,  who  will  rescue  us  from 
obscurity  arid  save  the  donators  of  the  laboratory  from  ex- 
claiming in  their  bitterness  ;  "  Surely  they  labor  in  vain  that 
build  it"! 


How  many  of  our  association  have  not  manipulated  the 
artist's  brush,  have  not  made  havoc  upon  the  unprotected 
canvas,  have  not  left  their  marks  upon  placque  and  panel  ? 
Hut  how  many,  alas  !  have  stepped  over  the  threshhold  of 
real  art  life,  and  had  their  nan.es  enrolled  upon  the  art  calen- 
dar of  die  world  :  or  let  us  not  be  proud,  of  our  respei^live 
cities?  Then  to  any  unrecognized  art-aspirant  who  may 
regard  our  criticism  as  harsh,  we  kindly  and  considerately 
say:  Send  the  editors  of  ihe  Recorder  for  the  year  '86  a 
paper  on  art. 

Writing  in  negatives  is  rarely  encouraging,  and  if  an  af- 
firmative stand  is  not  soon  taken,  even  patience  in  her 
statuesque  majesty  will  lake  her  flight. 

One  suggestion  remains,  and  we  apjieal  to  you  all  to  con- 
firm it  as  the  conliolling  interest  and  purpose  of  our  journal, 
viz.:  GOSSIP.  Not  in  its  vulgar  sense,  but  as  a  nucleuii 
which  gathers  round  it  the  gomgs  and  the  comings,  the  say  • 
ings  and  the  doings  of  those  who  were  so  closely  linked  to- 
gether in  the  past. 

In  the  future,  then,  let  us  lake  Pope's  advice,  "  Know 
then  thyself";  presuming  that  the  felicitous  result  will  be 
that,  though  "  the  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man,"  the 
most  amusing  one  is  woman. 

THE  "RECORDER"  SOLILOQUIZES. 


■■If  ilK- slioe  fits.  |..Jt  It  .-m.'- 

When  first  I  came  into  existence,  two  years  ago,  how  my 
heart  swelled  with  pride,  and  I  fairly  rustled  with  a  feeling  of 
joy  tn  think  what  a  jjowcr  I  wotild  be,  both  within  and  with- 
out the  College  walls.  How  my  pages  would  sparkle  and 
shine  with  the  brilliant  thoughts  and  ideas  gathered  from  the 
talented  and  cultured  minds  of  the  graduates  of  the  Penn- 
sylvania Female  College.  How  fiiend  would  take  this  means 
of  communicating  widi  friend.  How  voices  would  sound 
from  all  parts  of  the  wodd,  filling  my  columns  and  bringing 
words  of  good  cheer,  sweet  council,  encouragement  and  in- 
formation. How  one  would  lake  advanlage  of  this  oppor- 
tunity of  announcing,  to  her  less  fortinviU  sisters,  her  happy 
engagement  to  the  "  most  charming  man,"  and  another,  her 
liappicr  marriage  to  the  "best husband  in  the  world."  And 
how  still  another  would  strengthen  and  comfort  those  "le.ss 
fortunate  sisters,"  by  announcing  her  determination  to  re- 
main in  a  stale  of  single  blessedness  (for  the  present,  at  least), 
and  devote  her  time  and  energy  to  the  good  of  mankind  in 
general,  not  one  in  particular. 

And  in  my  imagination  I  saw  my  kind  managers,  the 
editors,  overwhelmed  with  the  contributions  which  flowed  in 
like  a  mighty  stream,  each  and  all  being  so  good  of  its  kind 
that  they  were  loth  to  rejeift  any  ;  but  fearing  lest  the  treas- 
ury could  not  bear  the  expense  of  allowing  me  to  grow  lo 
so  large  dimensions,  were  forced  to  discard  some.  And  so 
1  fluttered  my  leaves,  and  my  fancy  soared  still  hii^her,  as  I 
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ielt  myself  being  perused  by  many  eyes  and  lieard  exclama- 
tions of  gladness,  satisfaction  and  respect,  and  saw  some 
smile  as  liiey  whispered  under  their  breath,  "How  well  my 
piece  looks  in  print!     I  may  be  an  author  yet;  who  knows?" 

But,  alas!  alas !  my  flight  of  fancy  is  over;  my  beautiful 
castle  IS  shattered  and  fallen,  and  I  grow  quite  limp,  as  I 
hear  my  poor  editors  sigli  and  groan,  as  almost  in  tears  they 
beseecli  and  implore  these  ialodcd  and  protnising  (?)  young 
women,  who  dreamed,  when  studying  under  the  sheltering 
wings  of  our  ahna  mater,  of  being  a  second  Mrs.  Browning 
or  a  George  Eliot,  to  write  "something,  anything,  long  or 
short,  good  or  bad,  to  help  fill  up  the  paper."  | 

But  hear  some  of  the  answers  :  One  says.  "  I  really  can- 
not write ;  I  have  entirely  gotten  out  of  the  way  of  it.  I  know 
of  nothing  to  write  about.  I  pray  thee  have  me  excused." 
Another  replies,  "My  excuse  is  merely  lack  of  interest  (I 
blush  to  write  it.)  I  have  other  cares  and  interests  now,  and, 
therefore,  I  cannot  write."  And  still  another,  bless  iier  ! 
gives  as  her  excuse  a  baby  !  or,  perchance,  two  small  darl- 
ings. And  she  unbhishingly  replies,  that  her  thoughts  never 
rise  higher  than  "baby's  new  tooth."  Babies'  teeth  not  be- 
ing an  hiteresting  subject,  the  request  is  not  pressed.  Her 
case  is  a  hopeless  one. 

And  as  in  the  parable  of  old,  "  they  all  with  one  consent  be- 
gan to  make  excuse."  Again  I  say,  alas  !  alas  !  "  how  are  the 
mighty  fallen  !  "  Whence  have  flown  those  golden  dreams 
of  becoming  a  "Browning"  or  an  "Eliot"? 

And  now  arises  the  question — "to  be  or  not  to  be?" 
Shall  I  continue  to  exist?  or  shall  I,  the  Alumn.-e  Recorder. 
sink  into  oblivion  and  be  forgotten,  an  unrecorded  failure? 
or  shall  I  still  live  on,  a  bright  and  shining  light,  growing 
brighter  and  stronger  each  year  ;  and  will  the  hearts  ot  fu- 
ture editors  be  mads  glad  by  the  help  which  will  be  vol- 
nnkcred  by  their  sister  AlumnEe  ?     The  future  will  tell. 

COLLEGE  IMPROVEMENTS. 

We  take  pleasure  in  remarking  that  the  improvements 
in  the  various  departments  in  our  College  still  continue  to  in- 
crease from  year  to  year.  Through  the  kindness  of  an  un 
known  friend,  who  has  made  the  College  a  gift  of  fifty 
dollars,  several  essential  articles  have  been  added  to  the  de- 
partment in  physics. 

One  hundred  dollars  have  been  appropriated  by  the  trus- 
tees to  be  used  in  enlarging  tlie  library.  And  for  the  help 
and  convenience  in  the  study  of  astronomy,  a  new  observa- 
tory of  the  latest  and  most  approved  pattern  has  been  erected 
on  the  College  grounds.  . 

Truly  every  facility  for  gaining  knowledge  in  the  best  and 
easiest  way  is  now  afforded  tlie  students  of  the  renns\'lvania 
Female  College. 

In  the  last  number  of  the  Recorder  niention  was  made 
of  the  fact  that  the  parlor  had  been  newly  furnished  through- 
out. This  year  the  hall  has  donned  a  new  spring  costume 
of  the  latest  style,  a  new  carpet  on  the  floor,  a  new  paper  on 
the  wall. 

The  brilliant  shade  of  green  which  for  so  long  has  adorned 
the  walls  of  the  vestibule,  and  in  which,  we  trust,  there  was 
no  reflection  intended  by  the  trustees  on  the  young  ladies 
or  the  faculty  of  the  College,  has  been  replaced  by  something 
more  pleasing  to  the  eye  in  the  way  of  color. 


We  are  sorry  to  have  occasion  to  call  attention  to  the 
fact  that  some  thirty  or  forty  members  of  the  Alumnje  Asso- 
ciation have  failed  to  pay  the  annual  tax  of  fifty  cents.  The 
treasurer  reports  much  difficulty  in  collecting  it. 

This  should  not  be  so.  Everyone  seems  glad  to  receive 
the  Recorder,  but  many  appear  to  forget  that  wonn-  is 
necessary  to  have  it  printed. 

It  has  been  proposed  that  a  list  of  the  names  of  those  who 
have  not  paid  be  printed  in  our  paper  under  the  head  of 
"  Delinquent  Tax  Payers,"  but  tiiis  ycarwe  refrain, and  hope 
that  next  vear  there  may  be  no  such  list  to  publish, 

THE  PRESIDENT'S  ADDRESS. 

Another  year  has  come  and  gone,  and  once  again  we  meet 
togedier  as  The  Alumnje  of  the  Pennsylvania  Female  Col- 
lege. It  is  my  duty — and  a  very  pleasant  one — to  welcome 
you  back  to  the  walls  of  your  Alma  Mater.  Need  I  tell  you 
what  a  kindly  feeling  she  has  for  all  her  children,  how  she 
watches  over  them  from  year  to  year,  rejoices  in  their  suc- 
cesses, sympathizes  with  them  in  their  failures,  and  how  glad 
she  is  now,  as  always,  to  see  them  once  more  gathered  lo- 
ether  under  her  wings  ? 
We  have  all  experienced  her  kindness  "  many  a  time  and 
oft,"  and  we  all,  her  children,  will  rise  up  and  call  her  blessed. 
It  seems  to  me  no  7vords  of  greeting  are  necessary  to-day. 
The  whole  aspect  of  the  place  in  this  sweet  June  weather  : 
the  bright  simshine,  the  waving  branches,  the  open  door,  all 
seem  to  bid  us  welcome.  Even  the  walls  of  the  dear  old 
chapel,  once  so  grim  and  grey,  look  down  upon  us  now  with 
a  cheerful  and  benignant  air.  The  charm  of  association 
beautifies  it  all,  andlcnds  some  trace  of  loveliness  even  to  our 
belc-noirc — the  blackboard.  Let  us  try  to  forget,  just  for  a 
moment,  all  that  the  years,  "  Whos<?  name  is  change,"  have 
brought  or  taken  away,  and  go  back  to  the  time  when  tliL- 
greatest  calamity  that  ci'uld  befall  us  was  a  failure  in  "evi- 
dence," or  a  visit  to  that  "  sanctum,  sanctorium,"  the  office. 
But  what  is  that  whisper  from  the  class  of  '85  ?  A  clear 
case  of  "Haeco/im  ineiiiinissc  /nvabil"  soxn&  one  murmurs. 
Those  old  graduates  have  evidently  iorgotten  all  about  the 
dreary  routine  of  study  and  practise  hours. 

From  the  serene  heights  of  age  and  experience,  we  answer 
all  your  objections  in  one  word — Wait.  School  life,  we  ad- 
mit, has  its  own  trials  aiid  disappointments.  There  is  very 
iltle  freedom,  "  fenced  round  with  gallant  institutes,"  as  you 
iiust  be  ;  still  less  excitement,  except  what  you  make  for 
yourselves.  But  there  are  worse  things  in  the  world  than 
monotony.  Your  life  here  may  have  been,  narrow,  uninter- 
esting, uneventful;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  it  has  been  peace- 
ful, busy,  free  from  "  cankering  care  "  and  crushing  sorrow. 
We  welcome  you  to-day  to  the  ranks  of  the  Alumna-,  confi- 
dent that  your  love  for  the  College  will  strengthen  every 
vear,  and  that  the  time  will  come  when  you,  too,  will  look 
back  with  "  fond  recollection  "  to  the  happy  days  when  you 
were  school  girls  here. 

HOBBIES. 
I  wish  to  speak  to  you  to-day,  on  the  Use  and  Abuse  of 
Hobbies.  01  course  it  would  be  much  more  elegant  and 
impressive  to  give  you  a  few  original  thoughts  on  the  time- 
honored  subject,  "  Women's  sphere  ;"  but  that  is  altogether 
too  vast  a  theme  for  me.  Even  from  the  masculine  point  of 
view,  it  is  no  longer  bounded  by  the  walls  of  the  kitchen  or 
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nursery.  Judge  Thayer — and  sure  he  is  an  honorable  man 
— has  recently  decided  that  it  is  "a  sphere  with  an  indefinite 
and  iiideterminate  radius."  A  description  so  like  Pascal's 
definition  of  the  universe,  that  we  may  now  regard  the  two 
as  identical.  Content  with  this  conclusion,  we  wisely  de- 
scend to  a  lower  plane  of  thought  and  consider,  not  a 
woman's  life-work,  the  grand  end  and  aim  of  licr  existence. 
but  simply  what  use  she  can  make  of  her  spare  moments. 

Our  text  will  be  found  in  that  favorite  classic,  "  Mother 
Goose."  "'  Ride  a  cock-horse  to  Banbury  Cross."  There  can 
be  no  doubt  that  cock-liorseis  the  Old  English  for//(?^/^',' while 
Banbury  Cross  is  a  town  mentioned  in  al  least  one  charming 
ballad,  as  a  place  where  "  happy  lives  might  be  led."  So 
much  for  the  exegesis  of  the  passage.  The  meaning  is  now 
perfectly  plain  ;  with  all  your  gettings.  get  a  hobby,  ride  it 
with  energy,  guide  it  with  discretion,  and  be  assured  that 
the  exercise  will  prove  both  useful  and  agreeable. 

The  girl-graduate  does  not  at  first  feel  the  need  of  any 
hobby.  It  ii  enough  for  her  to  be  no  longer  hampered  by 
boarding  school  regulations.  She  luxuriates  in  her  liberty, 
delights  in  "  spinning  her  own  free  hours,"  and  wonders  liow 
she  ever  lived  through  those  weary  hours  of  study  and 
restraint. 

But  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  there  comes  a  day  when  both 
society  and  solitude  begin  to  pall  on  her.  She  misses  the 
regular  occupations  of  school ;  something  she  feels  is  want- 
ing in  her  life  ;  freedom  and  gayety  are  not  enough,  and  she 
is  forced  to  acknowledge  to  herself  that  she  is  bored.  Now 
is  the  time  for  some  good  angel  to  whisper  in  her  ear  George 
Herhert'-s  warning: 

"  The  idleness  which  yet  ihou  eansl  iii>t  flee. 

By  ilrossing,  mistressing  ami  coni[iliiiienl. 

God  gave  thy  Soul  brave  wings,  put  not  those  Teathers 

Into  a  lied  to  sleep  out  all  ill  we.ilhers." 

"  Boredom  "  is  a  very  dangerous  disease.  Even  in  Eden 
Satan  found  "  some  mischief  still  for  idle  hands  to  do,"  and 
it  was  cniiiii  beyond  a  doubt,  that  drove  Eve  to  take  the 
fateful  apple.  It  is  to  give  the  old  serpent  an  unfair  advant- 
age over  you,  to  meet  him  with  idle  hands  and  empty  brain. 

Onceallowyourselfto  get  thoroughly  bored  and  blue  and  you 
will  soon  begin  to  ask  the  dreary  question,  Is  life  worth  living  ? 
That  question  that  only  a  noble,  useful  life  can  answer  satis- 
fadorily. 

Some  one  has  compared  a  woman  in  society  with  no  in- 
tellectual or  moral  aims  to  a  woman  standing  in  flowing 
robes  amid  flying  wheel  and  shalls.  Do  you  not  see  the 
force  of  the  comparison?  Do  you  not  realize  the  dangers 
that  surround  us  all?  Do  you  not  know  what  great  mis- 
takes women  often  make  simply  because  they  want  excite- 
ment, change,  something  to  think  about,  something  to  do  ? 

Now  it  is  self-evident  that  the  one  infallible  remedy  for  all 
the  ills  that  do  accompany  and  flow  from  idleness  and  eiiniii 
is  occupation.  Of  course  it  is  advisable  that  every  woman 
sliould  be  able  to  support  herself ;  but  we  who  only  nibble  at 
the  edges  of  those  great  subjects  are  concerned  with  the  use 
she  makes  of  her  leisure  moments,  rather  than  with  her 
means  of  livelihood.  Look  again  at  our  quotation  from 
Mother  Goose,  and  a  careful  study  of  the  context  will  con- 
vince you  that  the  end  and  aim  of  the  ride  to  Banbury  Cross 
was  not  business,  but  pleasure. 


In  choosing  a  hobby,  then,  it  is  not  necessary  to  force  our- 
selves to  take  up  something  distasteful.  Different  charac- 
ters require  different  pursuits,  and  in  this  case,  if  in  no  other, 
inclination  is  the  safest  as  well  as  the  pleasantest  guide.  We 
all  discover  long  before  we  leave  school  what  is  our  favorite 
branch  of  study.  No  one  is  so  utterly  stupid  that  she  can- 
not do  at  least  one  thing  moderately  well;  and  it  goes  with- 
out saying  that  there  is  more  hope  of  success  in  cultivating 
this  one  evident  talent  than  in  any  vague  and  indefinite 
scheme  of  general  culture.  There  is  far  more  pleasure  in  rid- 
ing your  own  pet  pony,  day  after  day,  than  in  trying  a  suc- 
cession of  strange  horses.  You  become  accustomed  to  his 
gait,  learn  to  love  all  his  peculiarities,  the  sense  of  ownership 
blinds  you  to  his  faults,  and  makes  you  very  kind  indeed  lo 
his  virtues.  Just  so  it  is  widi  hobby. horses.  Be  careful  in 
choosing  one,  but,  having  chosen,  master  it  completely,  and 
ride  it  constandy. 

It  makes  comparatively  little  difference  what  your  hobby 
is.  Literature  is  an  CKcellent  one;  so  too  is  the  study  of 
languages.  History  is  better  still.  How  delightful  to  get  a 
"realizing  sense"  of  all  the  wonderful  things  that  have  taken 
place  on  this  planet  of  ours,  to  do  away  w  ith  that  '"  vagueness 
of  identity  which  is  the  misfortune  of  historical  characters," 
to  study  up  stale  events,  to  make  acquaintance  with  the  he- 
roes of  the  past,  and  see  them  live  and  move  before  our  eyes ! 
But  to  some,  one  phrase  of  Beethoven's  gives  them  far  more 
pleasure  than  all  those  dry  old  chronicles. 

Then  let  them  take  music  for  their  hobby,  or  rather  for 
their  mistress.  Let  them  dedicate  their  time  and  energy  to 
her  service,  assured  that  all  their  devotion  will  be  richly  re- 
paid. Even  if  their  nmsic  is  only  "  fit  for  their  own  ears"  it 
will  bring  them  something  infinitely  better  than  mere  ap- 
plause:  rest,  and  strength,  and  comfort,  and  now  and  then  a 
glimpse  of  heaven  itself. 

If  music  has  no  charms  try  painting-  Or  you  might  write, 
if  you  have  any  talent  for  it.  But  remember,  that  the  world 
still  echoes  Arnolphe's  sage  decree,  "  Une  femme  qui  com- 
pose en  sait  plus  qui  il  ne  laut,"  and  hide  the  ink  on  your 
third  finger  as  you  would  a  hole  in  your  glove  or  a  blot  on 
your  escutcheon. 

Time  would  fail  me  to  lell  of  all  the  available 
hobbies.  Each  must  choose  her  own  according  to  her 
taste.  Politics,  horticulture,  law,  theology,  saw  mills,  silk- 
worms, arrow-headed  inscriptions— «»_)'//; /\i^  from  Chaldee 
down  to  Kensington  embroidery.  No  matter  what,  provi- 
ded il  fills  up  yonr  vacant  moments,  gives  you  something  to 
think  about  and  keeps  you  from  despicable  sins  that  follow 
in  the  train  of  idleness. 

Of  course  there  are  some  dangers  conneifled  with  hobby- 
riding.  We  have  hinted  at  a  few^  of  them  already,  but  it 
might  be  well  to  examine  them  face  to  face  in  all  their  terrors. 
First,  then,  there  is  danger  of  riding  your  hobby  to  death. 
You  may  become  so  infatuated  with  it  that  other  and  more 
important  matters  are  neglected.  If  you  are  really  inter- 
ested in  a  subject  it  is  very  hard  to  keep  your  enthusiasm 
within  proper  bounds,  and  yet  it  is  by  no  means  impossible 
to  do  so.  Even  literary  fame  need  not  interfere  with  the 
household  economy.  George  Eliot,  for  instance,  was  an  ex- 
quisite housekeeper,  and  preferred  a  clean  kitchen  to  the 
most  elegant  drawingroom.  There  is  no  excuse  for  Mrs. 
Jelleby  or  for  the  disordered  household  where 
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"  Oil  sail  coninic  voiit  liine  etoile  polnire, 
Venus,  SaiUTiie,  et  Mnri,  duiit  jc  ii'ai  point  nfr,ii;i.', 
El  dans  ce  vniii  s.-wolr,  qu'au  va  clierclier  si  loin 
On  ne  5nii  commc  va  mon  jmI,  lIoiii  j'ai  beiHjIi). 
L'lm  ne  imile  nion  I'nl  un  lisnnl  qiielqiie  liisloiiL'; 
I.'amre  reve  a  (lis  vns  (|iiantl  je  (k-niandc  a  lioire." 
There  is  clanger,  too,  people  will  tell  you,  of  becoming  very 
nnri'ow-niiiided  111  devoting:  all  your  lime  to  one  particular 
study-    It  seems  to  me  tlicre  is  almost  too  mucli  breadth  and 
liberality  about  this  age.    Patriotism  is  stigmatized  as  only  a 
higher  forEii  ofselfisliness,  firm  belief  in  a  religious  creed  is 
sectarianism,  and  it  is  sheer  obstinacy  to  cling^  to  any  one 
opinion  rather  than  another.     We  may  not  even  cherish  our 
harmless  little  hobbies  without  being  accused  of  narrowness 
and  prejudice. 

But  surely  we  need  not  be  afraid  of  too  much  concentra- 
tion, not  tliat  the  feminine  mind  is  volatile  (that  is  a  wnrn-out 
slander)  but  that  feminine  occupations  arc  like  Mr.  Venus' 
bones,  "warious.'' 

One  great  danger  still  lemains.  We  dare  not  pass  it  by  in 
silence,  and  yet  "our  liair  stands  on  end,  and  our  voice  sticks 
in  our  throat,"  at  the  very  thought  of  anything  so  terrible. 
If  you  take  any  literary  pursuit  for  your  holiby,  you  must  he 
prepared  to  be  branded  as  a — blne-sloclcing.  It  is  almost 
inevitable,  and  worst  of  all,  it  is  a  lasHiig  disgrace.  Once  get 
that  name  and  no  amount  o(  subsequent  ignorance  will  avail 
to  wipe  away  the  blot.  Most  people  agree  with  Cbaysale 
that 

1..  line  fcninif  Limlie  ci  siclic  lanl  <lc  cln..-s," 

and  we  would  all  deprecate  "la  passion  choqnanic  Dc  sc 
7-eiidie  sav(7ii/c  a/in  d'etre  savaiilc."  But  it  is  not  altogether 
impossible  to  find  the  golden  mean  between  a  tiresome  ped- 
antry and  an  equally  tiresome  ignorance.  And  surely  we 
are  not  to  be  daunted  in  our  search  for  knowledge,  by  the 
fear  of  being  called  "blue-stockings!" 

The  consciousness  of  our  own  ignorance  should  sustain  us 
against  all  such  unjust  accusations,  and  no  timorous  scruples 
should  cheat  us  out  of  the  many  pleasures  we  might  gain  by 
a  judicious  course  of  hobby-riding. 

There  is  a  wonderful  amount  of  comfort  in  ha\ing  a  hobby. 
Il  you  are  busy,  you  need  it  as  a  means  of  recreation,  some- 
thing that  will  lift-  you  up  into  the  "calm  air  of  delightful 
studies,"  and  will  make  you  forget,  for  a  little  while,  the 
cares  and  trials  of  this  work-a-day  world.  If  you  are  idle,  it 
will  give  point  and  purpose  to  your  life.  Employ  the  leisure 
hours  that  migfil  hang  heavy  on  your  hands,  and  keep  you 
from  the  foolish  fancies  and  indiscriminate  novel  reading 
that  bring  reproach  not  only  on  yourself,  but  on  your  sex- 
We  were  not  made  to  rust  out  in  slothful  ease.  The  Castle 
of  Indolence  is  very  charming  for  a  day  or  two,  but  it  is  no 
place  to  spend  our  lives.  We  cannot  be  happy  without  a 
certain  amount  of  exertion,  endeavor,  and  then  at  the  end 
success;  and  for  the  fortunate  few  who  "toil  not  neither  do 
they  spin,"  there  must  be  a  hobby  to  sup])ly  the  necessarj'' 
stimulus.  Success  may  not  come  very  soon,  perhaps  only 
after  years  of  patient  waiting  and  working;  but  the  labor  in 
this  case  brings  its  own  reward.  There  is  great  satisfaction 
in  knowing  one  thing  thoroughly. '  And  to  know  one  thing 
well,  is  to  know  somclhing  about  a  great  many  other  subjeiHs. 
So  do  not  let  us  be  deterred  by  the  fear  of  narrowness,  from 
studying  our  specialty — One  mustard  seed  ol  knowledge  w/t?)' 


grow  up  into  a  great  tree,  giving  blessings  and  refreshment 
to  many  weary  souls,  or  it  may  be  only  one  "  Picciolo  "  a 
little  ordinary  plant,  despised  by  e\'ery  one  else,  but  infinitely 
precious  to  us  as  a  sign  of  llie  richer,  liiller  life  beyond  our 
prison-wails.  In  either  case,  it  cannot  fail  to  be  a  wonderful 
source  of  pleasure,  and  perhaps  of  profit  too.  Have  you 
c\er  heard  what  a  girl  leaves  behind  iier  when  she  dies  ? 
"A  lofty  tombstone,  a  touching  epitaph,  some  unfinished 
fancy-work,  a  handful  of  elegant  letters,  and  numerous  good 
resolutions."  There  is  much  truth  in  the  satire,  but  it  need 
not  be  true  any  longer.  Deiermine  you  will  do  something, 
and  do  it  well,  and  if  you  cannot  soar  above  fancy-work,  your 
fancy-work  shall  at  least  he  finished. 

Ciioose  your  hobby  now,  this  very  day.  if  you  have  not 
one  already.  Time  would  fail  me  to  tell  of  all  the  blessings 
it  will  bring  you-  It  will  cultivate  your  mind,  give  you  new 
interest  in  life,  widen  the  circle  of  your  sympathies,  make 
vou  less  dependent  on  outside  amusement,  and  save  you 
from  that  bane  of  idle  lives — egotism.  It  may  never  bring 
you  fame  or  foitune.  but  il  will  help  to  make  you  no  longer 
"anxious  and  aimless,"  but  busy  and  contented  with  your  lot, 
and  that  in  itself  is  great  gain. 

It  will  keep  you  from  morbid  brooding  over  your  troub- 
les, from  too  much  introspection,  from  vain  desires  for  things 
beyond  your  reach.  It  will  be  a  safeguard,  too,  against  un- 
due curiosity  about  your  neighbors  atTairs,  and  the  constant 
longing  "to  hear  and  to  tell  some  new  thing."  It  will  come 
to  be  like  a  familiar  friend,  adding  new  zest  to  all  your  pleas- 
lu^es,  making  j'our  sorrow  easier  to  bear.  All  this,  and  more 
too,  will  follow  from  the  loving  and  diligent  pursuit  of  some 
favnrite  study.  If  you  have  never  ridden  a  hobby,  get  one 
now,  and  try  this  simple  method  for  baffling  the  loul  fiends 
of  idleness  and  cnnni.  Don't  let  Commencement  Day  enti 
your  education  ;  rather  let  it  be  only  a  beginning  of  a  course 
of  study  specially  suited  to  your  own  peculiar  tastes.  After 
all  there  is  not  much  room  for  choice  in  the  College  curricu- 
liun.  School  girls  are  formed  very  much  in  the  same  model, 
and  it  is  only  after  you  leave  school  that  you  can  aflbrd  li) 
leave  your  Latin  moulder  on  the  shelf,  while  you  throw 
yourself,  heart  and  soul,  into  history  and  literature.  Pride 
or  principle  required  decent  recitations  in  every  class,  l)ul 
now  you  are  free — free,  not  to  close  your  books  forever,  but 
I  to  choose  which  one  of  them  shall  be  the  "  man  of  your 
counsel ''  and  your  chief  delight.  You  have  had  just  a  taste 
of  your  favorite  study — only  enough  to  whet  your  appetite. 
Now  you  can  feast  upon  it  without  let  or  hindrance.  In 
these  days  there  is  every  facility  for  special  research;  it  only 
remains  for  you  to  make  use  of  the  means  afforded.  Knowl- 
edge has  no  longer  the  fearful  fascination  of  forbidden  fruit 
or  the  sweetness  of  stolen  waters.  Shall  it,  for  that  reason, 
be  less  attra^ive  to  us  than  it  was  to  poor  Pandora? 

Shall  we  allow  it  to  be  said  that  feminine  curiosity,  and 
that  alone,  has  over  led  a  women  to  study  or  investigation 
of  any  kind  ?  No  ;  rather  let  us  give  the  lie  to  all  such  base 
insinuations ;  by  our  own  energy  and  perseverance  let  us 
prove  that  we  possess  at  least  one  talent,  and  that  it  is  neither 
lost  nor  buried  in  a  napkin. 

"  Knowledge  is  now  no  more  a  fountain  se.iltrd  ; 

Drink  deep,  iinlil  ihe  habits  of  Ihe  slave. 
The  sins  of  emplines.';,  gossip  and  spile 
And  slander  die.     '  Beiier  not  he  at  all 
Than  not  liu  noble.'  " 

Class  of  iSSo.  KiTTV  C.  Wilson. 
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QDi^tributiops. 


1,  "  Come  ;   wrilu  for  us  some  ])iieni, 

Some  simple  nml  hcnrtrdi  l.iy, 
Thai  shall  gush  from  ihe  heart  of  Ihc  |ioel 
Till  it  covers  a  eoluinn,  wk  pray. 

2.  "For  we've  copied,  we've  clipped  and  we've  pondered 

Till  each  vacnnt  ^pace  is  a  pain; 
And  really  there's  danger  of  sufiening 
The  editorial  brain. 

3,  "So  give  us  a  lift;  there's  a  darling — 

And  we'll  repay  you  with  a  lame, 
Thai  will  blazon  you  at  the  ItcunJon. 
And  with  glory  will  cover  your  name, 

4.  "  With  pallios  we'll  tenderly  render 

The  |>oem  of  your  choice. 
And  will  add  to  the  rhyme  of  ihe  poet 
Themlisic  of  our  voice," 

5-  This  mode.it  rcc[ue4t  reached  the  writer 
In  the  midst  of  a  house-cleaning  day. 
And  I  said  "  When  I've  leisure  I'll  answer 
y\n  ef|iially  modest '  nay.'  " 

6.  Bill  with  every  swish  of  the  duster, 

Each  sound  of  the  hatnmcr  and  tnck, 

Mingled  thoughts  of  my  dear  Alma  M,iter, 

Of  the  days  thai  can  never  come  back. 

7.  I  thought  of  the  girlish  feel  standing 

Where  we  stood  one  lovely  June  day. 
And  sLrained  our  glad  eyes  toward  ihe  future — 
The  future  we're  living  to-day, 

8.  And  when  overhauling  the  book-shelves, — 

From  long  unmolested  repose, 
1  rcsurreifl  old  College  text-books — 
(The  <Iiist  U  the  thickest  on  those.) 

9.  The  autographs  scratched  on  the  margins. 

Bring  tears  as  1  ponder  them  o'er; 
And  my  heart  goes  out,  loving  and  yearning 
To  dear  old  Seventy-Four. 

10,  Ah  !  full  though  my  life  ami  my  heart  are. 

Sweet  Mother— dear  old  I'.  F.  C, 
May  this  busy  right  hand  lose  her  cunning 
If  I  remember  not  Ihee. 

11,  May  thy  influence  ever  surround  us; 

Thy  teachings  shine  out  in  our  lives! 

MakL-  us  workcri,  as  sisters  and  daughters, 

As  teachers,  and  mothers  and  wives. 

12,  But  while  we  work  earnestly,  bravely. 

Oh,  let  us  zealously  see 
That  Ihe  problem  of  eating  and  drinking. 

And  "  wherewithal  clothed  shall  we  be," 
IJ,  Absorb?  not  the  whole  of  our  living, 

While  starving  the  soul  and  the  mind, 
For  if  we  seek  good  in  ilic  order 

Divine  Writ  has  given,  we'll  I'lnd 
14.  That  these  ihingslhat  the  Genlilesseel;  after 

Will  suiely  be  added,  and  we 
Shall  find  ouraelvcs  blessed  with  abundance 

For  time  and  tiernity, 

Ella  Hutch ison-Pugh. 

Rushvilk,  Ind.,  May  15.  1885. 

It  is  wonderful  with  what  tenacity  we  chng  to  our  Ahiia 
Mater,  and  always  feel,  as  we  enter  the  door  of  the  old  Col- 
lege, as  if  we  were  going  home ;  and  wherever  our  travels 


have  been,  we  can  find  shelter  here  al  the  end  of  each  col- 
legiate year.    And  yet  I  do  not  wonder  at  the  feeling  of  love 
and  desire  rising  within  us  to  see  the  old  forms  and  faces 
(remember,  when  I  say  old  I  do  not  mean  to  imply  that  we 
are  ageing  at  all ;  oh  no  !  it  woiild  never  do  for  women  to 
acknowledge  they  are  growing  old),   I  am  sure  that  feeling 
is  heightened  by  the  reception  which  our  genial  and  aftec- 
tionate  President.  Miss  Pellelreau,  tenders  us.  and  who  is 
always  ready  to  welcome  us  with  her  affable  manner  and 
dignified  bearing,  her  face  beaming  with  smiles  at  the  sight 
of  her  former  pupils,  both  good  and  bad,  and  her  clinging 
affection  f  jr  those  she  has  lately  dismissed  from  her  sweet 
and  refining  influence.     I  am  sure  she  forgets  which  of  us 
were  mischievous— at  least,  I  am  conceited  enough  to  ihink 
so— but  she  is  well  aware  that,  while  under  her  care,  we  ob- 
served her  good  counsel,  which,  if  she  knew  was  negletted, 
would  prove  a  halter  to  a  great  many  little  favors  we  asked 
of  her,  but  which  she  was  always  ready  to  grant.     In  all  the 
rewards  of  life  none  is  more  precious  than  the  kindly  recog- 
nition of  those  who  have  clung  to  the  heart  of  the  same 
mother,  as  it  were,  and  will  always  flee  to  each  other  in  the 
widest  distances  of  space.     And  let  us  hope  we  may  not 
utterly  forget  our  earthly  pilgrimage  and  its  companions. 
"  Home  is  sweei,  and  yet  we  needs  must  sigh, 
Restless  until  our  longing  souls  have  found 
Some  realm  beyond  the  fireside's  naiTow  bound. 
Where  slippered  ease  and  sleepy  comfort  lie- 
Some  fair  ideal  fonn  that  cannot  die 
By  age  dismantled  and  by  age  encrowned, 
Else  life  creeps  circling  in  the  selfsame  round. 
And  the  low  ceiling  hides  the  lofty  sky — 
Ah  !  then  to  ihee  truant  heart  return. 
Dear  Mother,  Alma,  Casta,  spotless,  kind! 
Thy  sacred  w.ills  a  larger  home  we  find. 
And  siill  for  thee  thy  wandering  children  yearn. 
While  with  undying  fires  thine  altars  burn, 
Where  all  our  holiest  memories  rest  enshrined." 

May  20,  18S5.  LvDiE  Campbell-Stewart. 

Alle<;henv  City,  May  iSth,  1SS5. 

Dear  Friends:  I  have  never  ventured  into  print  be- 
fore, and  I  may  never  be  invited  again,  but  for  the  one  time 
I  appear  as  an  authoress,  I  am  glad  to  do  so  under  the  pro- 
tection of  our  Alumnae  Association. 

Our  yearly  reunion  is  a  valued  help  to  memory  and  duly 
appreciated  by  us  all,  as  we  are  brought  together  in  thought 
if  not  in  body. 

A  strong  tie  of  friendship  exists  between  classmates,  and 
on  these  occasions  it  seems  most  natural  for  each  class  10 
speak  of  its  own  members.  Our  much  abused  class  of  1S75 
may  not  always  remain  unknown  to  fame  for  great  develop- 
ments have  taken  place  in  some  cases.  The  doings  of  most, 
however,  are  unknown  to  me.  I  wish  you  could  see  all  the 
lovely  pictures  our  Sue  has  painted,  among  them  the  home 
of  Phcebe  and  Alice  Cary  as  seen  by  herself  You  would 
be  gready  interested  if  Sue  would  tell  you  about  it.  but  I 
fear  her  modesty  will  overcome  her  desire  to  entertain.  She 
has  now  found  a  congenial  pursuit,  has  had  pleasant  oppor- 
tunities for  the  study  of  art  and  is  to  be  congratulated  for 
the  success  already  attained. 

Then  occurs  to  me  a  tale  of  Nettie's  exploits,  as  recounted 
to  me  by  an  admiring  observer,  in  adclressing  missionary 
meetings,  advancing  opinions  on  knotty  points  and  enter- 
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taining  visitors  with  cqim!  and  marked  ability.  Her  two 
children  being  her  satellites  on  all  these  occasions.  Said  ob- 
server was  fired  with  the  noble  ambition  to  do  likewise,  and 
resolved  to  read  and  study  as  a  means  to  that  end.  I  ad- 
vised' her  to  marry  a  minister  as  Nettie  had  done  if  she  de- 
sired to  attain  such  eminence. 

Then  Annie,  our  model  married  member,  deserves  a  full 
share  of  praise.  I  met  Jennie  Wallace  in  the  winter  and 
found  her  interest  in  lier  classmates  still  sincere  and  undi- 
ininished.     But  what  has  become  of  Lafie  ? 

My  college  friends  treat  nie  badly  in  the  way  of  corre- 
sponding, my  letters  being  such  a  treat  that  I  marvel  at  it. 
Two  of  the  girls  have  suggested  that  I  write  twice  to  their 
once.  I  wonder  if  they  have  forgotten  the  golden  rule  about 
"  doing  to  others  as  you  would  have  others  do  to  you  "  along 
with  their  Latin. 

But  I  hope  to  hear  Irom  and  of  you  all,  and  see  many  of 
the  Alumnae  on  the  fifth  of  June,  and  then  we  will  talk  about 
what  we  have  failed  to  write.  With  best  wishes  for  our  be- 
loved College  and  Miss  Pelletreau,  and  loving  greetings  to 
ail  my  college  friends,  I  remain 

Faithfully  your  friend, 

Lillian  Willock. 
C/ass  of  JS75. 

Dear  Classmates  :  Can  we  realize  that  Commence- 
ment time,  with  its  delightful  confusion,  its  blushing  honors, 
and  its  powerful  essays  is  once  more  before  us,  obedient, 
alas  !  to  the  call  of  the  four  of  '85.  while  the  five  of  '84.  if  not 
forgotten  quite,  are  at  least  "  of  no  consequences  whatever." 

Ah!  such  a  state  of  things  would  be  very  hard  to  bear 
were  it  not  that  we  hope  to  be  present  at  the  family  reunion 
to  be  a  class  again,  to  proudly  display  those  class-pins  whose 
beauty  and  grace  were  apparent  only  to  ourselves,  and  to 
fancy  that  we  are  all  merely  enjoying  one  of  our  Friday  re- 
creations before  settling  ourselves  to  the  obscure  Buder  and 
the  undecided  moral  questions  which  must  be  elucidated  on 
the  grim,  bleak  Monday,  always  the  skeleton  at  our  feast. 
Has  it  been  so  very  long  since  that  first  class-meeting  was 
held  with  such  pride  and  delight?  With  what  an  air  of 
mystery  did  we  tanlalize  the  admiring  Juniors  and  Sopho- 
mores as  we  alluded  to  "  that  matter  we  spoke  of  in  the  class- 
meeting  "!  Such  meetings  became  common  enough  very 
soon. 

Can  you  not  fancy  that  we  hold  again  in  our  hands  the 
first  copy  of  "On^  Pcnnsylvanianf  What  a  triumph  it  was, 
to  be  sure  !  A  college  paper  which  we  had  originated  !  We 
had  thought  of  it,  planned  and  executed  it.  and  now  it  was 
before  us  in  its  dignified  completeness,  shorn  of  all  allusions 
to  Amanda  Rosensted  or  her  friends. 

Can  we  forget  that  dark  winter  day  when  one  of  the  five 
announced  to  us  that  her  health  required  her  to  leave  and 
graduate  with  '85,  and  the  quick  reply  of  her  intimate  that, 
in  sucli  a  case,  she  should  go  also  ? 

Al!  this  while  another  of  our  number  was  seriously  ill  with 
mumps.  Is  it  any  wonder  that  the  two  survivors  began  to 
think  their  own  health  likely  to  fail  ?  But,  like  most  prospec- 
tive evils,  this  one  lied  as  we  neared  it ;  and  other  difficulties, 
less  forbidding  and  less  imaginary,  beset  our  pathway. 

Will  there  ever  again  come  such  a  year  of  happy,  earnest 
work — of  absorbing  interest  and  of  real  enjoyment  withal  ? 


With  what  an  enthusiasm,  .1  wealth  of  earnestness,  did  we 
throw  ourselves  into  these  class  affairs,  of  such  vast  import- 
ance to  us !  I  wonder,  classmates,  if  in  these  lovely  even- 
ings, -with  their  lengthening  twilights,  your  thoughts  revert 
to  last  year,  when  we  walked  down  the  drive  planning  and 
arranging  for  the  great  event  so  very  near,  or  the  grand 
closing  scene  when  we  stood  in  our  white  robes  holding 
carefully  the  precious  essays,  with  their  roseand  gray  ribbons 
and  their  noble  sentiments.  "  Not  a  handsome  class,  surely.'" 
said  one  dear  friend,  "  but  good  girls — all  good  girls."  May 
we  always  deserve  such  high  praise. 

We  have  as  yet  no  change  to  chronicle.  No  one  has  dis- 
tinguished herself  in  any  way.  No  one  has  even  been 
married.  But  we  hope  that  some  of  us  may  some  time — 
distinguish  ourselves,  I  mean. 

We  shall  pay  no  attention  to  those  vague  rumors  we  have 
heard  concerning  two  of  our  number,  and  which  they  will 
not  explain  to  the  rest  of  us.  We  will  let  time  settle  all  such 
questions. 

Future  letters  in  the  Alumn-h  Recorder  will  probably 
reveal  many  starUing  faffs.  At  present  we  can  only  live 
over  our  own  senior  days,  our  own  Commencement.  We 
envy  the  class  of '85  a  little — those  juniors  we  used  to  know, 
but  we  would  not  deprive  them  of  their  privileges,  and  we 
heartily  welcome  them  into  the  Alumn^^  family.  L. 


/parried. 


"Joy,  gentle  friends  !  joy,  and  fresh  days  of  love 
Accompany  your  hearts." 
Mary  Cleaver,  Class  '75,  to  Mr.  Charles  Hain. 
In  the  East  Liberty  Presbyterian  Church  June  1884,  Rachel 

May  Pears,  Class  '77,  to  Dr.  James  McClelland. 
In  the  First   Presbyterian  Church  Pittsburgh,  Fannye  Mor- 
gan, Class  "82,  to  Mr.  Edwin  Porter. 
Oct.  9th,  'S4,  Althea  V.  Bilderback,  Class  'S3,  to  Mr.  George 
P.  Harden. 


personals. 


Ever  keeping  [riilii  abrensi." 

Miss  Helen  Sykes,  who  has  been  teaching  in  Cincin- 
nalus,  New  York,  during  the  autumn  and  winter,  has  re- 
moved to  Sewickley,  Pa,  The  teaching  experiment  having 
been  a  successful  one,  she  will  continue  it  next  year. 

The  wedding  of  Miss  Emma  L.  Frazier,  a  former  pupil 
of  the  Pennsylvania  Female  College,  was  celebrated  April  30, 
1885,  at  the  residenceof  her  sister  Mrs.  B.  F,  Sawyer,  Chest- 
nut street,  Peiladelphia,  to  Mr.  William  Black, 

Miss  Flora  McKnight  is  spending  her  summer  at 
the  Park  Place  Hotel,  Sewickley.  where  she  is  quite  a  fav- 
orite. She  is  a  member  of  the  Athletic  Association,  and  is 
one  of  the  finest  tennis  players  in  the  Valley. — But  what 
does  not  Flora  accomplish  when  she  makes  the  attempt. 

Miss  Sara  Johnston  spent  part  of  the  spring  in  Aiken, 
South  Carolina. 

Mrs.  May  Hedges  TALLJtADCE  is  being  trained  up  in 
the  way  she  should  go  by  two  energetic  and  devoted  sons. 
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Mrs.  Althea  Bilderback  Harden  was  seriously  ill 
for  two  months  during  the  winter,  from  malaria  fever.  We 
are  glad  to  be  able  to  state  that  she  is  now  entirely  recovered. 

Miss  James  P.  Kinkead,  of  Lexington.  Kentucky,  has 
been  spending  the  winter  with  her  sister,  Mrs.  Dr.  Warfield, 
of  RidRG  Ave..  Allegheny. 

Mrs.  Lucy  Morrison  of  '73  spent  last  winter  in  St. 
Agustine,  Florida. 

Miss  Fanny  Wills,  of  Washington,  Pa.,  has  removed 
with  many  of  her  household  gods,  to  Los  Angelos,  Cal., 
where  she  will  reside  indefinitely. 

"  Little  Stoltght  "  writes  to  us  :  "  If  you  had  asked 
me  for  a  .social  letter,  dwelling  on  the  happiness  of  my  mar- 
ried life,  or  extolling  the  many  good  qualities  of  my  husband. 
I  could  pen  you  page  after  page." 

We  advise  future  editors  to  try. 

We  gratefully  acknowledge  the  following: — "I  do  want 
to  oblige  you  and  I  am  sure  that  in  witliholding  a  personal 
communication,  I  am  obliging  you,  the  general  public,  and 

Your  sincere  friend,  Mary  M.  Scofield. 

Miss  Minnie  Sellers  graced  the  Inauguration  Ball  at 
Washington,  by  her  presence.  Later  she  visited  the  family 
of  Gen.  Hartranft,  in  Philadelphia,  and  then  spent  several 
weeks  in  New  York  city,  before  returning  home. 

Miss  Annie  Scott  has  gone  to  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  on  a  secret 
mission,  which  we  are  bound  not  to  divulge;  but  rumor  says 
it  is  the  ninth  mission  of  the  kind,  that  has  engaged  her  at- 
tention since  '77. 

Miss  Lafie  Reid,  of  "75,  sends  her  greetings  to  the 
Alumn;e,  and  expresses  pleasurable  anticipations  in  receiving. 
through  the  Recorder,  some  news  of  her  class,  this  being 
their  decennial  year. 

Mrs.  Margretta  Campbell-Kerr,  also  sends  a  warm 
greeting  through  the  raging  forest  fires,  which  have  been 
lighting  up  her  western  home,  in  any  but  a  cheerful  way,  for 
some  time  past. 

The  following  was  received  by  the  editors  some  time  since,  1 
and  we  presume  it  to  be  an  original  method  of  announcing 
lier  own  engagement : — 

Editors  of  Alua[N/E  Recorder:  I  have  just  received 
word  (and  as  news  for  the  Recorder,  I  inform  you) 
that  among  the  notable  weddings  to  take  place  in  the  fall, 
will  be  that  of  a  member  of  the  "Class  of  '81,"  to  a  wealthy 
young  business  man  of  this  city. 

Pittsburgh,  E.  E. 


Qommui>i(;atioi>s. 


Birtl75. 


■■Trifles,  Light  as  Air." 
Rachel  O'Neil  Kennedy— A  son.     Born  Feb.  4,  1SS5. 
West  McCay  Pardee — A  son.     Born  March  27,  18S5. 
Mary  Acheson  Spencer — A  daughter.     Born  August  iS, 

1SS4, 

Lillian  Pitcairn  Taylor — A  daughter.  Born  September 
—  1SS4. 

Annie  Wainwright  Abbot — A  daughter.  Born  March  — , 
18S5. 

Helen  Townsend  Meyer — A  son.     Born  March  11,  1884. 


AFFINITIES. 

Don't  you  remember,  girls,  our  laboratory  experiments 
in  the  days  of  yore — our  "unknowns."  with  their  orange, 
brown  and  black  precipitates,  our  filltrates,  and  our  "resi- 
dues." that  had  to  be  "  carefully  evaporated  on  platinum 
foil  "?  Of  course  you  do  ;  what  P.  F.  C.  graduate  ever  for- 
gets them  or  the  burnt  fingers  she  got  in  trying  to  bend  glass 
tubes  over  the  flame  of  the  blast-lamp  ! 

"All  sorts  ot  mixtures,"  the  other  girts  used  to  say  we 
made;  but  we  learned  seniors  knew,  though  we  didn't  think 
it  worth  while  to  explain  to  the  rest,  that,  while  some  ot  our 
"  mixtures  "  were  only  niixture.s.  others  were  substances, 
formed  by  fresh  combinations  of  elements.  Oil  and  water, 
for  instance,  we  could  mix,  but  not  one  of  us,  teacher  or  stu- 
dent, could  iorce  them  into  combination;  as  soon  as  they 
were  left  to  themselves  they  separated.  Other  mixtures  we 
made  that  were  much  more  intimate  and  enduring;  still, 
from  even  these,  by  evaporation  or  some  other  means,  the 
particles  of  at  least  one  of  the  ingredients  could  be  obtained 
and  found  to  be  the  same  as  at  first ;  the  atoms  of  the  min- 
gled elements,  we  were  told,  had  no  affinity  for  each  other. 
The  iron  filings  and  sulphur,  from  which  we  used  to  manu- 
facture our  favorite  perfume,  we  mixed  in  a  crucible  till  the 
black  and  the  yellow  could  no  longer  be  distinguished  in  die 
dull-colored  mass:  still,  the  magnet  could  pick  out  every 
filing,  or  the  water  wash  away  every  trace  of  sulphur,  and 
the  two  elements  would  be  as  free  from  each  other  as  before 
they  were  taken  from  their  respective  corners  on  the  shelf. 
But  let  the  crucible  be  placed  over  the  flame  for  a  short  time, 
and  then  let  the  magnet  or  the  water  attempt  to  do  its  work. 
Vain  attempt!  The  "mixture"  was  no  longer  a  mixture; 
the  sulphur  and  the  iron  had  combined,  and  nothing  but  an 
acid  could  sever  them. 

The  years  have  gone  by ;  we  are  no  longer  school-girls 
dabbling  in  science,  but  we  have  learned  that  the  laboratory 
is  not  the  only  place  where  one  may  study  affinities ;  we  see 
all  around  us  material  for  investigation;  we  experiment  often 
in  our  own  lives.  Difierent  natures  are  brought  togedier, 
and  their  action  or  reai5lion  we  find  to  be  as  fascinating  mat- 
ters of  observation  as  the  behaviour  of  the  various  chemicals 
which,  with  such  blind  faith,  we  used  to  mix  under  our  teach- 
er's direction. 

Hardly  a  day  passes  without  our  being  thrown  in  contact 
with  strangers ;  some  we  meet  but  once  or  twice,  we  exchange 
a  few  pleasant  words  with  them,  and  then — forget  them  ;  with 
others  circumstances  bring  us  for  a  time  into  an  outward  in- 
timacy, but  let  these  circumstances  be  altered,  and  we  part 
as  quickly  and  as  completely  as  did  the  oil  and  the  water. 
Many  of  our  so-called  friendships,  even  those  of  long  stand- 
ing, partake  more  or  less  of  this  character;  we  exchange 
calls  and  visits  with  other  young  ladies,  we  chat  and  we  go.-.- 
sip,  and  enjoy  each  other's  society,  but,  after  all,  our  souls 
have  no  real  affinity;  our  deepest  thoughts  we  never  mention 
to  each  other. 

Once  in  a  long  while,  however,  we  meet  one  between 
wliom  and  ourselves  there  seems  to  spring  up  an  instanta- 
neous attraction  ;  few  words,  perhaps,  arc  spoken,  but  the 
glance  of  the  eye,  the  tones  of  the  voice,  reveal  to  each  the 
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interest  of  the  other.  In  the  case  of  a  youth  and  a  maiden, 
we  call  this  '"  love  at  first  sight,"  and  are  ratlier  inclined  to 
smile  at  it ;  but  we  have  all  e.xperienced  it,  and  that  when 
there  was  no  young  man  concerned.  We  may  never  see  the 
person  again,  but  as  often  as  memory  recalls  tlial  one  meet- 
ing, we  think  with  a  wonderful  pleasure  of  the  subtle  sympa- 
thy which  drew  together  those  who  but  a  moment  before  had 
been  strangers,  and  made  them  feel  and  talk  like  old  Iriends. 
We  may  be  thrown  together  frequently  and  may  find,  alas ! 
that,  like  some  of  the  chemicals  we  remember,  ever  ready  to 
break  away  from  the  last  combination  and  enter  into  another, 
the  sympathetic  soul  which  so  attracted  ours  is  just  as  ready 
to  attract  and  be  attracted  by  another;  but  in  still  another 
case,  the  friendship  which  sprang  up  so  suddenly  will 
strengthen  and  deepen  with  years,  till  nothing  but  death  can 
break  it. 

It  is  hard — in  fact  it  is  often  impossible  to  understand  this 
affinitv.  We  can  sometimes  see  a  reason  for  it  in  the  fact 
that  the  two  persons  have  something  in  common. — a  mutual 
friend,  a  favorite  study,  anything  that  both  are  interested  in; 
how  our  heart  warms  to  any  one  who  is  introduced  as  a 
daughter  of  our  Alma  Mater  !  Still  the  feeling  thus  awak- 
ened is  but  transitory,  if  there  be  no  deeper  loundation  for 
it ;  community  of  interest  is  not  enough  to  build  a  friendship 
on.  Often  we  imagine  that  one  is  attracted  to  his  comple- 
ment— the  clinging,  timid  nature  to  the  strong,  the  melan- 
choly to  the  gay ;  and  though  we  almost  as  often  see  the 
warmest  affection  existing  between  those  whose  characters 
are  strikingly  similar,  yet  we  all  agree  that  it  is  natural  for 
one  to  admire  in  a  friend  the  qualities  lie  knows  to  be  lack- 
ing in  himsell. 

A  young-  and  aji  old  person,  ton.  are  often  mutually  attract- 
ed, the  older  sees,  perhaps,  the  image  of  what  lie  once  was, 
and  lives  his  youtli  over  in  the  companionship  of  his  young 
friend;  while  the  latter  looks  with  love  and  veneration  on 
character  such  as  lie  would  have  his  own  become. 

Sometimes  a  heavy  blow  is  what  seems  needed  to  develop 
the  affinity  between  two  souls.  What  friendships  are  firmer 
than  those  cemented  by  a  common  affliclion  ! 

Still,  after  we  have  advanced  all  our  theories,  there  remain 
many  cases  unaccounted  for,  and  the  subject  of  mutual  at- 
traflion  and  friendship  is  as  much  of  a  mystery  to  us  now  as 
that  of  chemical  affinities  was  in  the  days  when,  note-books 
in  hand  and  long  aprons  buttoned  around  us.  we  used  to 
puzzle  our  brains  and  ruin  our  clothes  in  the  laboratory. 
JENN'iE  B.  Wallack.     '75- 


Pittsburgh,  May  igth,  1SS5. 

Dear  GrRLs:  Your  request  for  a  contribution  to  the 
Recorder,  recalls  vividly  my  last  eftbrt  as  a  school  girl. 
Portia  herself  could  not  have  been  more  "aweary"  of  the 
"  caskets."  than  I  was  before  I  got  through  with  tlicm. 

Closely  associated  in  my  mind  with  that  graduating  essay 
is  Nettie  Jamison. 

What  a  ready  writer  slie  was.  A  humble  petition  for  a 
few  suggestions,  always  called  forth  pages  of  happy 
thoughts  clothed  in  the  most  flowery  language. 

The  Rc\'.  Vincent  must  find  her  a  helpmeet  indeed  in  the 
way  of  sermons. 

How  docs  it  come  !  wonder,  that  she  does  not  let  her  light 
shine  lor  the  glory  of  the  Recorder?     It  has  so  happened 


that  I  know  less  of  the  girls  of '75  than  of  many  other  mem- 
bers of  the  Alumnce. 

May  the  earnest  solicitation  of  the  editors  elicit  a  general 
response,  thereby  enlightening  all  those  interested. 

Had  I  been  told  ten  years  ago  that  the  love  existing  be- 
tween my  chum  and  roommate,  Sue  Barrett,  and  mysell  could 
ever  cool  down  to  the  point  of  one  visit  a  year,  I  would  Iia\'e 
scorned  the  base  insinuation.  Alas !  '  pity  'tis,  'tis  true.' 
The  circumstances  however,  are  extenuating.  Sue  has  been 
n  close  attendance  upon  an  invalid  mother  during  almost 
all  those  years,  being  absent  from  the  city  the  greater  part 
of  the  time. 

While  I  am  held  in  loving  bondage  by  Lois,  Frank.  Wil- 
liam and  Jeannette  whose  claims  of  course  are  prior  to  all 
but  one. 

Near  residence  to  the  college  renders  it  possible  for  me  to 
frequently  attend  the  Alumn;e  reunions,  and  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  Miss  Pelletreau  and  the  old  girls  makes  them  truly 
■ed-letter  days  in  my  calendar. 

Annie  WAtNWKUiHT  Ahisott.    ■ 

Neville  street.  Class  of  '75. 

Dear  Recorder  :  Truth  is  stranger  than  fiction  ! 
Which  rather  trite  reflection  is  called  forth  by  the  fafl  that 
I,  at  this  moment,  remember  one  of  the  tiiaity  things  I 
learned  while  at  the  P.  F.  C.  In  the  Labaratory  (generally 
filled  with  the  ill-smelling  fumes  of  some  elaborate  but  unsuc- 
cessful experiment)  presided  over  at  that  lime  by  petite  Miss 

W ,  I  was  taught  that  nature  abhors  a  vacuum.    So  while 

I  feel  gratified  to  know  that  my  studying  was  not  In  vain, 
and  that  my  B.  A.  is  not  a  mere  empty  title,  still  "  a  feeling 
of  sadness  comes  o'er  me  "  when  I  think  with  what  utter  ab- 
horrence Dame  Nature  must  look  down  upon  my  once  ier- 
tile  brain,  for  if  absence  of  ideas  is  an  indication  of  avacuum, 
then  the  vacuum  surely  exists.  An  idea  is  a  small  thing  com- 
pared with— well  with  the  Washington  monument  for  instance, 
i)ut  its  value  is  in  an  inverse  ratio  to  its  presence,  and  nobody 
but  those  who  have  tried  it  can  appreciate  the  difficulty  ot 
writing  an  article  without  the  aid  of  such  an  important  factor. 
There  are  two  causes,  I  think,  for  this  lack  of  ideas — our  edu- 
cation is  at  fault,  and  want  of  practice. 

Teaching  has  been  defined  as  "causing  someone  to  know" 
if  it  could  only  be  niade  to  mean  "  causing  some  one  to 
think,"  it  would  be  a  blessing  indeed. 

Coffi/o  ergo  sum,  I  think,  therefore,  I  am,  (another  treas- 
ure gleaned  from  months  of  Mental  Philosophy,  and  several 
manuscript  notes),  I  fear  if  the  length  of  our  lives  depended 
on  the  amount  of  thinking  we  do,  it  would  early  be  said  of 
many  of  us,  'and  she  died.' 

When  we  leave  school  we  have  no  intention  of  giving  up 
our  studies  and  habit  of  thinking,  but  before  we  are  aware 
we  drift  out  of  die  way  nf  it,  and  some  day  when  called  on 
to  compose  something,  we  become  conscious  of  the  mental 
vacuum  of  which  I  have  complained.  Therefore,  my  sister 
Alumnae,  take  warning  by  me— cultivate  your  thinking 
powers  ;  when  you  have  an  opportunity  of  writing  out  what 
you  know  and  think,  embrace  it.  An  Alumna:  paper  is 
consequently  a  double  boon  to  us,  lor  it  not  only  gives  us 
information  as  to  our  college  mates,  but  also  supplies  us  the 
needed  mental  exercise.  But  now  I  must  bid  you  adieu,  for 
I  fear  the  Recorder  will  object  to  giving  so  much  room 
(n  ;ni  Ignoramus. 


ALUMN/E   RECORDER. 


Wheeling.  W.  Va..  May  19.  1885. 

KniTOKS  Arj'MN.K  Rixorder:  Vour  comiminicatioii 
requesting  iicnis  of  inlerest  to  the  Alumnvk  Recorder  I 
feared  imist  share  tlic  fate  ol  former  similar  requests,  as  I 
was  in  the  midst  of  Iiouse-cleaning,  spring-sewing,  and  at- 
tending to  the  general  welfare  of  one  man  and  three  little 
busy  bodies. 

How  to  accomplish  all  this  in  the  easiest,  speediest,  and 
most  economical  manner  rec]iiire5  considerable  brainwork. 

All  these  things  wou'd  be  of  inlerest  to  my  classmates  of 
'74,  for  ih.ey  doubtless  have  been  brought  to  realize  their 
importance;  and  if  we  could  meet  we  would  discuss,  com- 
pare and  advise  each  other,  taking  as  a  data  our  own  experi- 
ence in  such  matters.  But  if  any  or  all  of  these  domestic 
cares  could  be  made  of  interest  to  the  pupils  now  in  the  dear 
old  halls,  tlicy  must  be  of  an  entirety  different  species  of 
school -girls. 

Although,  as  I  before  said,  domestic  duties  arc  at  present 
monopolizing  my  time.  I  feel  as  if  I  must  in  some  w.ay 
respond  to  this  call,  coming:  as  it  does  from  a  \ery  dear 
Iriend,  as  well  as  classmate. 

Perhaps  you  would  like  to  hear  about  the  Wheeling  girls 
who  attended  our  Abna  Mater,  and  what  they  have  been 
duing  since  leaving  the  P.  F.  C.  ?  Well,  to  begin  :  Ida 
Harden,  of  the  class  of  '75,  is  Ida  Harden  still,  numbering 
her  admirers  by  the  score,  preferring  to  be  the  society  belle 
lier  grace  and  beauty  entitles  her  to,  to  becoming  a  Beatrice 
to  some  plodding,  Benedict,  Kate  Wheat,  soon  after  leaving 
school,  became  Mrs.  Oscar  Ramnielsberg,  residing  in  Cin- 
cinnati, ■wliere  she  continued  her  musical  studies,  completing 
them  a  few  years  later  in  Europe  ;  and  now,  as  "  Madame 
Rolla,"  has  become  quite  famous  on  the  operatic  stage  of 
Italy.  Lidie  Mertz,  of  Ravenna,  Ohio,  a  few  years  ago  be- 
came Mrs.  Chas.  Franzheim,  of  our  city,  and  at  present  her 
chief  occupation  is  looking  after  the  welfare  of  two  small 
sons,  Louise  Cummins,  with  her  bright  face  and  cheerful 
disposition,  is  as  great  a  favorite  with  her  Wheeling  friends 
as  she  was  with  her  teachers  and  classmates  of  "Si,  of  which 
class  she  was  one  of  the  valeditflorlans.  Alice  Kelly  and 
Mary  Ott  are  with  us.  too,  each  contributing,  in  a  great 
measure,  to  sustain  the  reputation  of  Wheeling  as  a  pleasant, 
social  and  hospitable  city.  Annie  Cummins,  since  leaving 
school,  has  spent  the  greater  part  of  her  time  in  traveling. 
Sallie  Cecil,  who  finds  her  vocation  in  fulfilling  the  duties 
of  a  loving  sister  and  daughter,  has  been  spending  the  past 
winter  in  the  South  with  an  invalid  mother.  Then,  lastly, 
vour  humble  servant  and  classmate  of  '74  pi'esenls  herself  as 
a  matron  of  eight  years,  the  mother  of  three  noisy  little  ones, 
Hvo  girls  and  a  btiy. 

Wish  sincerely  1  could  be  present  at  the  Alumn;e  meeting 
in  [une;  but,  for  fear  I  maybe  absent  at  that  lime,  send 
loving  remembrances  to  all  old  friends  and  greeting  to  class 
of  ',S5.  Lee  Singleton-Paui-l. 


Ul'PER  Sanduskv,  O. 

Wonder  if  everybody  wishes  that  everybody  else  would 
write  for  the  Recorder  and  not  ask  "  me  "  to  write.  That 
is  precisely  the  way  your  humble  servant  felt  when  came  to 
hand  a  pathetic  appeal  from  our  sister  editor  for  this  year. 

To  be  an  editor  might  have  been  among  our  youthful 
aspirations,  but  sober  reflection  and  experience  of  later  years 


has  taught  us  that  to  be  an  editor  with  no  contributions  com- 
ing in  and  no  prospects  of  a  post  office  or  foreign  mission 
either,  is  doleful,  so  I  concluded  to  stand  by  an  old  classmate 
and  send  something  to  help  the  good  cause  along. 

We  are  fond  of  the  Recorder,  proud  of  it,  loo  ;  and  I 
realize  more  than  formerly  what  a  great  boon  it  must  be  to 
those  of  us  who  cannot  be  present  at  the  Alumnae  meeting 
in  June,  for  I  scarcely  expect  to  be  there  this  year. 

Now  I  might  write  up  the  town  in  which  I  am  visiting,  a 
tj'pical  western  village  with  its  broad  (laid-out-by-"  uncle- 
Sam  ")  streets,  green  lawns  and  handsome  residences ;  and 
tell  you  that  I  have  seen  Mrs.  S.  D.  Warmcaslle,  and  that 
we  have  walked  and  talked  and  visited  together  in  our  old 
home  place,  and  that  her  Karl  and  my  Jim  have  romped 
with  each  other,  while  baby  clapped  her  little  hands  in  glee 
at  their  antics.  But  that  will  interest  only  a  very  few  of  the 
Alumnae. 

That  the  Democrats  hold  the  balance  of  power  in  the 
LTnitcd  States,  and  that  Jf/iss  Cleveland  is  said  to  be  a  Re- 
publican ;  that  there  is  a  worid's  fair  in  progress  at  New  Or- 
leans ;  that  there  are  rumors  of  war  between  England  and 
Russia  may  interest  future  generations  who  shall  peruse  the 
pages  of  our  papers,  but  is  certainly  known  to  all  who  have 
arrived  at  years  of  discretion. 

Out  walking  to-day  I  met  Mrs.  Frank  Talmage  and  her 
two  hearty  boys  also  visiting  liere  from  Columbus. 

I  have  now  no  more  to  say  save  to  give  you  all  a  hearty 
crreeting,  more  especially  to  you  dear  girls  of  "77" — with 
this  adieu  until  another  season  rolls.  M. 


FOREIGN  CORRESPONDENCE. 

Toicio,  Apr 


.18S5. 


Mv  DEAR  R :     Thank  you  very  much  for  your  most 

welcome  visit  of  a  few  days  ago.  Now  I  have  come  to  see 
you  ;  and  after  bowing  not  less  than  diree  times  with  my 
forehead  to  the  floor,  while  "  hisasliku  o  me  in  kakauinaseur  " 
(I  have  not  been  hung  on  your  honorable  eyes  for  a  long 
time),  and  such  like  mellifluous  phrases  flow  from  my  lips 
in  greeting,  proceed  to  remark  that  it  is  "o  ki  no  cloku 
sania  "  f  Poison  to  you  honorable  soul  "},  or,  in  other  words, 
"I  am  sorry  for  you." 

Was  ever  an  editor  caught  napping  at  such  a  rate  before. 
and  you  of  all  persons?  You  should  have  telephoned  or,  at 
least,  telegraphed  instead  of  trusting  to  such  a  slow  old  tran- 
sit as  the  mail.  However,  the  fates  would  have  it  so  this 
time,  and  I  cannot  but  be  most  sinccrelj-  grateful  that  the 
impossibility  of  getting  it  there  in  time  relieves  me  of  the 
labor  of  producing  soniediing  out  of  nothing.  But,  to  be 
honest,  mv  dearest  B.,  you  were  not  so  very  far  out  in  your 
calculations  after  all.  In  summer,  or  any  time  in  good 
weather,  it  only  takes  about  /'our  K-ecks  to  come — one  to 
San  Francisco  and  three  from  there  ;  but  in  winter  it  is  often 
longer  than  that  on  the  ocean  alone.  Almost  every  steamer 
this  winter  has  been  in  the  neighborhood  of  thirty  days  get- 
across  ;  one  was  seven  weeks,  all  but  two  days.  Whether  it 
is  that  the  Pacific  is  losing  its  character  entirely,  or  that  the 
steamship  company,  owing  to  the  decrease  in  receipts  from 
the  transport  of  Chinamen,  cannot  afford  to  burn  so  much 
coal,  or  both  combined,  w-e  do  not  know;  are  well  aware, 
however,  that  patience  gets  plenty  of  exercse  at  this  end  of 
the  line.     Six  of  the  nine  weeks  you  allowed  were  gone  be- 
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lore  I  got  your  letter,  whicli  reached  liere  March  23d,  just 
one  day  after  the  last  inail  left  for  America  ;  and  now,  though 
taking  the  very  first  opportunity  to  reply,  you  will  not  get 
this  before  May. 

******* 
I  was  sorry  to  hear  of  Laurel  Locke's  death,  and  can  im 
agine  how  lonely  Susie  is  witiiout  her.  How  plainly  all  tiie 
girls  come  up  before  one  at  the  mere  mention  of  tlieir  names 
Have  you  visited  our  mutual  friend,  Mrs.  Ernest  Acheson  ? 
Do,  in  the  name  of  charity,  write  again  some  time  and  tell 
me  all  you  know  about  her.  And  Fanny  Wills — never  a 
single  word  have  I  heard  of  her  for  years.  Doesn't  she  ever 
come  to  see  Mrs.  Shumaker  (Sallie  Scully),  or  is  she  in 
America  at  all  at  all? 

Wiiat  do  you  tiiink  of  Kale  Wheat's  performances?  Am 
bition  is,  no  doubt,  her  guiding  star,  and  fame  seems  likely 
to  be  her  reward.  She  will  be  prima  donna  about  the  time 
I  get  back  to  America,  perhaps.  What  girls  in  our  class  are 
still  unmarried,  besides  our  two  selves?  I  can  think  of  no 
one,  unless  it  is  Annie  Stewart.  I  have  a  presentiment  you 
are  to  marry  a  rich  old  man  some  of  these  days,  and  be  left 
a  widow  with  several  millions,  more  or  less,  on  your  hands, 
like  those  Philadelphia  ladies,  you  know,  Mrs.  Tom  Scott 
and  others.  Don't  forget  us  when  the  good  time  comes. 
Remember  how  I  loved  you,  and  would  have  sent  you  a 
most  charming  article  on  a  "A  visit  to  the  Dentists,"  "  The 
Recent  Unprecedented  Epi,dcmic  of  Measles  in  Tokio  and 
its  vicinity,"  "  Expected  Eruptions  of  Fujiyama,"  or  some 
other  ol  the  many  subjeifls  in  which  I  have  been  specially  in- 
terested lately.  The  length  of  this  winier  might  furnish  sub- 
je6t  matter  for  an  article  of  some  length  in  proportion.  We 
have  had  no  warm  weather  yet,  and  awoke  this  morning 
(April  2)  to  find  the  ground  covered  with  snow  to  about 
the  depth  of  three  inches.  The  heaviest  snow  for  seventy 
years  fell  in  Kiyoto  on  the  igth  of  March,  followed  by  a  big 
one  up  here  on  the  24th.  Miss  Spring  is  more  coy  even 
than  usual,  and  seems  much  disinclined  to  take  off  her  hat 
and  cloak  and  stay  awhile.  I  hope  you  will  have  no  more 
floods  in  Pittsburgh  when  all  that  ice  begins  to  go. 

Our  school  is  getthig  along  nicely.  Almost  all  are  now 
over  die  measles,  and  those  who  have  been  able  have  done 
unusually  good  work  the  past  few  months.  Wcdid  not  suf- 
fer as  much  as  some  of  the  schools,  wliich  were  entirely 
broken  up  by  the  disease.  Only  our  three  lower  deoart- 
nients  were  entirely  closed,  and  that  only  for  a  week  or  ten 
days  each.  We  are  all  looking  forward  with  much  pleasure 
to  Mrs.  True's  return.  How  good  of  our  Pittsburgh  friends 
tO  open  their  hearts  and  their  purses  in  our  behalf!  And 
then  die  First  Church  S.  S.  has  bought  us  an  organ  we  hear, 
much  to  our  delight.     We  certainly  need  one  badly. 

Now  B.,  you  know  I  am  really  sorry  to  have  disappointed 
you  about  something  for  the  paper,  but  hope  you  will  have 
enough,  and  more  dian  enough,  besides. 

Give  my  love  to  your  mother  and  other  members  of  your 
family  ;  to  the  girls,  also,  at  the  Alumn;e  gathering,  who  will 
care  for  it. 

Ever  your  loving  frienti, 

Class  of  '74. Annie  K.  D.a.vis. 

The  Class  of  '76  numbers  twelve ;  class  of  '7S  numbers 
eleven,  and  the  class  of '83  numbers  ten.  But  not  one  voice 
from  out  of  the  thirty-three  has  so  much  as  sent  a  greeting 
to  the  Aluninue,  through  the  columns  of  the  Recorder. 


THE  AMERICAN  NIGHTINGALE.  KATE  ROLLA. 

Formerly  Kate  Wheal  Rammehberg,  of  Wheeling,  IK  Va., 

at  one  time  a  student  of  the  Pennsylvania  Female  College. 

Mde.  Kate  Rolla,  made  her  debut  to-night  in  the  Teatro 
Carcano,  in  the  opera  of  "Luida,"  with  startling  success.  The 
house  rang  with  applause  after  every  morccau,  and  she  was 
repeatedly  encored. 

Mde.  Rolla's  style  is  perfect,  and  her  voice  not  only  of 
great  range,  but  of  a  quality  rare  in  a  soprano.  Added  to 
this  is  a  decided  dramatic  talent,  which  was  displayed  to 
great  advantage,  in  the  mad  scene. 

Mde.  Rolla  has  achieved  the  somewhat  difficult  task  of 
winning  the  approval,  as  well  as  the  hearts  of  a  critical  Italian 
audience ;  and  it  was  the  generally  expressed  opinion  that 
her  style  approached  nearer,  dian  most  of  her  compatriots,  to 
that  of  a  native  born  Italian. 

Later  dispatches  from  our  correspondent  speaks  of  Mde. 
Rolla's  remarkably  successful  engagement  in  Bologna,  where 
her  enthusiastic  reception  was  only  a  repetition  of  her  debut 
in  Milan.  The  packed  houses,  the  frequent  recalls,  and  the 
unlimited  supply  of  floral  tributes  showered  upon  her  left 
nothing  to  be  desired  in  the  way  of  gratifying  the  worthy 
ambition  of  our  fair  countrywoman. 

So  the  future  career  of  Kate  Wheat,  the  name  by  which 
we,  her  former  college  associates  best  know  her,  is  an  assured 
success,  and  we  heartily  wish  that  happiness  as  well,  may  ! 
follow  her  in  her  difficult  path  through  life. 

Milan,  Feb.  2,  1SS3. 


"AULD  LANG  SYNE." 

When  I  was  a  young  girl,  ten,  fifteen,  or  twenty  years  ago, 
I  was  sent  off  to  boarding-school.  I  am  glad  you  cannot  see 
me  now,  or  I  am  afraid  you  would  say,  "When  she  was  a 
young  girl  ?  well !  that  was  fifty  years  ago  if  it  was  a  day." 

We  lived  in  a  very  small  town  where  the  movements  of 
our  family  always  created  quite  a  commotion  through  all  tile 
country  side.  Morning,  noon,  and  night,  our  house  was  full 
of  neighbors  who  had  just  dropped  in  to  hear  about  that 
school  yoLi  are  going  to.  How  much  are  you  going  to  pay  ? 
What  are  you  going  to  learn  tnere?  How  many  new  dresses 
did  you  get  ?  etc.  Then  the  dresses  had  to  be  examined  and 
their  qualities  discussed;  being  pronounced  by  most  of  the 
old  ladies  as  "  Entirely  too  fine  for  school." 

The  day  we  left,  nearly  the  whole  village  was  down  at  ihc- 
train  to  say  good-bve.  and  to  give  me  a  few  kind  words  ot 
advice.  The  girls  all  envied  me;  the  young  men  all  thought 
how  much  they  would  miss  me;  the  mothers  all  pitied  me 
and  wept  over  me.  going  so  far  from  home,  and  having  to 
ve  on  boarding-school  fare.  The  minister  and  one  or  two 
others  said,  "Have  a  good  time  while  you  can;  for  your 
school  days  are  your  happiest  ones."  Alter  we  got  settle*.! 
in  the  train,  and  had  left  Scrubtown  far  behind  us,  the  minis- 
ter's words  kept  running  through  my  brain,  and  I  wondered 
what  he  could  mean.  Father  did  not  give  me  much  satis- 
faiftion  when  I  asked  him :  How  my  school  days  could  be 
my  happiest  ones,  when  I  had  to  study  so  hard,  and  be  shut 
up  in  an  old  boarding-school  ?  But  he  only  answered  with- 
out looking  from  his  paper,  "Yes,  yes,  my  dear,  I  believe 
so."     After  that  I  contented  myself  with  looking  out  of  the 
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window,  and  thinking  what  I  would  do  when  I  got  to  school. 
I  am  afraid  I  won't  have  time  to  describe  all  my  school 
days :  how  homesick  and  out  of  place  I  was  at  first ;  how 
kind  the  old  scholars  were  to  me,  a  little  country  jake ; 
what  hard  work  I  had  with  some  of  my  studies,  and  how 
awfully  troublesome  I  was  to  the  teachers.  But  yet  wiiat  a 
good  time  I  had  altogether.  When  I  went  to  spend  my 
holidays  with  some  of  my  friends,  and  we  would  be  entertain- 
ing (or  boring  the  family)  with  our  College  stories,  and  the 
pranks  we  played,  always  ending  up  widi  how  awfully  hard 
we  had  to  study,  how  cross  some  of  the  teachers  were,  how 
we  hated  school,  and  so  on,  the  older  members  of  the  family 
would  shake  their  heads  and  saj',  "  I  think  you  all  have  a 
pretty  nice  time  ";  and  then,  with  a  sigh,  "  Our  school  days 
are  certainly  our  happiest  ones."  I  generally  put  these  peo- 
ple down  as  being  very  silly,  and  thought  to  myself.  "  Well, 
I  bet  you  mine  won't  be  the  happiest !"  And  yet  what 
glorious  times  we  used  to  have !  Our  evenings  in  the 
"  Gym,"  dancing,  singing  and  making  stump  speeches — 
some  ol  which,  I  am  sure,  were  equal  to  those  of  any  politi- 
cal candidate  ;  at  least,  they  accomplished  iheir  design,  which 
was  to  make  the  listeners  laugh— and  playing  games  not 
always  of  the  most  quiet  kind,  Orsometimes,  when  the  teachers 
had  gone  to  a  concert  or  a  lecture  we  would  all  get  together, 
cither  in  one  of  tlie  larger  rooms  or  in  the  hall,  and  have  a 
grand  spree.  It  makes  me  laugh  now  when  I  think  of  the 
way  we  would  cover  up  the  windows  and  the  cracks  in  the 
doors  with  shawls,  and  what  an  excitement  there  would  be 
when  we  thought  we  heard  the  teacher  coming  ;  then  when 
she  did  come,  how  suddenly  and  mysteriously  the  gas  went 
ont.  A[id.  strange  to  say,  there  were  no  matches  to  be  found 
iii  that  room  ;  and  when  a  light  was  struck,  how  rich  it  was 
to  see'those  fantastic  creatures,  dressed  a  'la  Indian  squaw, 
crawling  out  from  under  the  beds,  chairs  and  tables,  looking 
as  innocent  as  little  lambs,  and  walking  demurely  and  quietly 
each  to  their  own  room  and  to  bed,  not  acknowledging,  even 
to  each  other,  how  our  hearts  were  sinking  as  we  thought  of 
the  morrow  when  we  would  have  to  appear  before  that  dread 
tribunal — the  faculty!  But,  "When  the  cat's  away,  the 
mice  will  play,"  all  the  world  over.  Then  we  had  no  cares 
or  troubles  of  any  kind.  If  we  lelt  like  studying  our  lessons 
all  right ;  if  not,  it  did  not  make  much  difference — at  least 
to  us.  Oh,  if  I  could  only  have  those  good  old  days  over 
again,  how  much  I  would  give!  After  four  vears  spent  in 
this  way  I  graduated,  and  returned  to  Scrubtown  to  enjoy 
myself.  But  somehow  things  were  different.  The  place 
seemed  so  small ;  the  people  good,  kind,  but  not  interesting. 
And  I  had  nothing  to  do.  The  next  winter  a  minister  came 
to  supply  our  pulpit  for  awhile.  He  was  very  mtelleclual, 
good  and  kind,  and — well,  I  married  him.  The  following 
summer  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  go  West  as  a  home  mis- 
sionary. I  forgot  to  say  he  was  a  widower  and  had  six 
children  when  I  married  him.  Then  my  troubles  began 
croup,  measles,  whooping-cough,  broken  arms,  sprained 
ankles,  etc.,  and  no  doctor  within  ten  miles  !  No  servants 
to  be  had,  even  if  we  could  liave  afforded  to  pay  for  one 
and  no  kind  friend  to  lend  us  a  helping  hand  !  It  is  just 
work,  work,  work,  from  morning  till  night,  cooking,  wash 
ing,  scrubbing,  sewing  and  darning,  without  one  moment  to 
rest,  to  read  or  to  think.  I  am  stealing  a  few  moments  to 
write  this,  after  the  children  are  all  in  bed  and  the  stocking 


basket  is  almost  empty.  Of  course  I  could  not  live  without 
my  husband  now  ;  he  is  such  a  dear  old  fellow.  But  some- 
times I  just  long  for  the  dear  old  school  days  and  the  gay 
companions.  And  yet  I  suppose  the  P.  F.  C.  girls  would 
not  believe  me  at  this  moment  if  I  told  them  that  their 
"school  days  were  their  happiest  ones." 


It  was  with  the  deepest  regret  that  we  learned  of  the 
second  affliction  which  has  come  to  our  friend  Sue  Locke, 
in  less  than  one  year.  Through  these  columns  we  extend 
sincere  and  hearti'elt  sympathy  to  her  who  has  always  held 
a  foremost  place  in  the  hearts  of  her  college  friends. 

We  ake  sorry  to  nodce  the  death  of  the  little  son  ot  Mrs 
Mary  McIntosh-Wells,— Class  '75. 

As  our  editorial  labors  draw  to  a  close,  and  the  happy 
prospect  opens  before  us  of  a  speedy  deliverance  from  re- 
sponsibility, we  take  these  last  moments  to  thank  those  who 
have  so  thoughtfully  remembered  us  in  our  time  of  need,  and 
to  commit  to  their  tender  mercies,  our  successors  in  this 
constantly  enlarging  work. 

We  wish  that  each  member  of  the  Association  would  look 
upon  her  obligation  to  the  Recorder  as  a  personal  one, 
and  would  make  an  effort  to  furnish,  at  least  one  item  for  its 
columns. 

To  this  last  appeal  we  add  our  hearty  greetings  to  all. 
— AUF  WiEDERSElfiEN. 


Janiis^lmmiH 


FIFTH  AVENUE,  EAST  END.  riTTSfiUREH, 


"  No    educational    institution    in    the    land    can    com- 
pare  with    the 

PENN.SVLVANIA  FEMALE  COLLEGE 

for  beauty  of  situation,  purity  of  atmosphere  and  special 
adaptedness  of  the  location  for  retirement,  combined 
with  easy  and  ready  access  to  the  advantages  of  the 
city." 
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Murdoch.  KEnn  &  Co.. 


JOHN  A.  RENSHAW  &  CO. 

FAMILY  GROCERS  AND  TEA  DEALERS, 

Corner    Ijiberty    and    !N'intli    Streets, 

CHOICE  FAMILY  FLOUR  A  SPECIALTY.  FINE  HAVANA  AND  DOMESTIC  CIGARS. 

Goods  delivered  in  all  parts  of  the  East  End  by  wngon.       No  clmrge  for  cartage. 

JOg.  HORNS  &  CO.'S  RETAIL  STORgg. 

LARGEST  STOCK  FOR  LADIES'  SPRING  AND  SUMMER  WANTS. 

SILKS,  DRESS  GOODS,  MILLINERY,¥RflPS,  HOSIERY,  UNDERWEAR 

PEOMPT    ATTENTION    TO    MAIL    ORDERS. 

Jos.  Horne  &  Co.'s  Retail  Stores,  613-621  Penn  Ave.,  Pittsburgh. 

JOHN    L.    MOORHOUSE, 

35  FiKXHC  A. venue:. 


SILKS,   DRESS  GOODS,  SHAWLS,  CLOAKS,  &c.,  &c., 


AT    THE    VERY    LOWEST    PRICES. 


OLn  COUNTRY  TEil  HOUSE, 

[MPORTERS    OF    ALL    GRADES 

Old  Country  Teas,  Fancy  Groeepies 

^  i.K?Km:&€  CURJOS. 

B@"Salesrooiii  of  Jnpanese  Goods  on  Second  Floor.  Send  for  HousekeepBra'  Guide."®a 

IM.  HASLA6E  &  SON,  18  Diaiond,  Market  Square,  Pittsliurgh,  Pa. 


HORNE  &  WARD, 

37    FIFTH    AVENUE, 
Make  a.  Specinlly  of  CORRECT  STYLES  in 

EYening  and  Full  Dress, 

SUEDE  AND  GLACE  KID  GLOVES, 
SILK    GLOVES   AND    LACE    MITTS, 

All  Lengths,  up  to  Thirty  Buttons, 


r.    DAVIS. 


R.    S.    DAVIS. 


R.  S.  DAVIS  &  CO. 

06  FIFTH  AVE.,  opp.  Post  Offlcs, 

Boots,  Stationery  aElFaflCfliOflls 

HARPEK,  CENTURY,  LIPPINCOTT, 
ATLANTIC  AND  ST.  NICHOLAS  MAGAZINES. 

B®"Sul)scriptious  Received. -©a 

Visiting  Cards  and  Wedding  Invitations  a  Specialty. 
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THE  PRESIDENT'S  ADDRESS. 

We  meet  lo-day  for  the  eleventh  time  as  an  organization. 
Being  brought  together  from  various  distances,  and  in  spite 
of  hindrances,  we  desire  this  to  be  a  very  profitable  and 
happy  occasion. 

Thanking  you  for  the  courtesy  shown  to  the  Class  of  1875 
by  placing  me  here,  it  is  my  pleasant  privilege  to  extend  a 
cordial  welcome.  Our  friendships  for  each  otlier  were  in 
the  past  unfailing  springs  in  the  droughts  of  geometry  and 
Latin  seasons,  and  oases  in  the  desert  of  essay- writing. 
Since  then  they  have  often  saved  us  from  losing  faith  in 
fellow-creatures,  and  encouraged  us  to  form  new  alliances, 
having  found  the  old  ones  so  true.  Meeting  again  recalls 
the  heights  of  our  youthful  ambitions,  and  stimulates  to  re- 
newed efibrt.  For  such  reasons  we  desire  this  annual  re- 
uiiiun. 

Then  our  College  needs  us — our  sympathy,  suggestions, 
and  co-operation.  It  would  be  ungrateful  to  lose  interest  in 
dial  little  world  which  we  formerly  inhabited.  But  how  can 
we  help,  unless  we  know  its  condition  ?  It  seems  good  here 
and  now  to  take  a  retrospective  view  of  its  work,  and  pon- 
der what  steps  should  be  taken  for  continued  and  still  greater 
efficiency. 

■  Now,  at  the  end  of  its  sixteen  years,  I  would  ask  you  to 
look  upon  a  brief  outline  of  College  history,  trusting  to 
your  recollections  to  fill  up  the  vacancies.  One  evidence  of 
the  thoughtful  kindness  of  one  of  the  Trustees  lies  in  the 
fact  that,  from  its  beginning  he  has  kept  the  newspaper  ac- 
counts that  have  come  to  his  notice  concerning  College  af- 
fairs. That  our  early  attempts  to  shine  have  been  so  appre- 
ciated and  carefully  preserved  fosters  the  hope  that  a  future 
historian  with  gifted  pen  may  have  access  to  Mr.  Berry's 
collection — the  loan  of  which  I  gratefully  acknowledge — 
and,  linking  it  with  information  from  other  sources,  a  valua- 
ble book  be  given  us. 

The  first  intimation  we  have  that  an  educational  institution 
for  women  was  needed  in  this  conmiunity  was  given  by  a 
meeting  being  held  in  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  of  Al- 
legheny to  discuss  the  feasibility  of  establishing  a  first-class 
Female  Seminary  in  this  city,  and  a  similar  meeting  the  fol- 
lowing week  at  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  of  Pittsburgh. 
These  occasions  held  the  germs  of  future  actions,  and  fur- 
ther meetings  developed  their  aims  to  make  it  "The  Penn- 
sylvania Female  College" — "'a  high-sounding,  corporate 
name,  it  is  true,"  says  the  record.  But  the  result  shows  tha 
it  was  an  attainable  ambition. 

The  next  step  was  the  pledge  of  members  of  die  Shady- 
side  Church  to  contribute  twenty  thousand  dollars  ($20,000) 
towards  its  establishment,  provided  the  College  be  located 
at  Shadyside,  and  while  undenominational  in  its  teachings, 
10  be  for  the  interests  of  sound  religion  ;  and  proposing  that 
the  management  should  be  by  a  Board  of  Trustees,  the  ma- 
jority of  whom  and  the  President  of  the  College  to  be  con- 
nected with  some  branch  of  the  Presbyterian  Church.     We 


hope  Shadyside  Presbyterians  will  always  possess  a  like 
spirit  of  benefaction. 

This  gallant  espousal  of  the  cause  called  forth  answering 
generosity,  and  soon  forty-five  thousand  dollars  (845,000) 
was  subscribed,  with  a  fair  prospect  of  increasing  the  amount 
to  sixty  thousand  dollars  (§60.000).  Two  committees  of 
five  members  each  were  appointed  to  find  suitable  location 
and  faculty.  The  name  "'  Pennsylvania  Female  College  " 
decided  upon,  the  charter  was  confirmed  by  Court,  Decem- 
ber 3oth,  1S69  We  linger  over  these  early  records,  and 
revere  tlie  founders  for  their  noble  and  self-denying  efforts 
in  behalf  of  the  education  of  women.  The  original  roll  of 
the  Board  of  Trustees,  some  of  wliom  have  ended  their 
I  earthly  labors,  stands  thus  : 
I  James  Laughlin,  President;    Hon.  J.  P.  Sterrett  and  Rev. 

Wm.   D.   Howard,   D.  D.,   Vice-Presidents;    Rev.  W.  T. 

Beatty,  Secretary:  John  A.  Renshaw,  Treasurer;  Joseph 

Dilworth,  Geo.  A   Berry.  Chas.  J.  Clark,  Henry  Lloyd,  J. 

S.  Slagle,  Rev.  J.  G.  Brown,  D.  D.,  Col.  Wm:  Frew,  Ex- 
ecutive Officers. 

Tiie  present  location  was  purchased,  and  generally  ap- 
proved. The  handsome  building,  charming  scenery,  ex- 
tensive and  beautiful  grounds,  and  health  fulness,  seemed  to 
fulfil  every  desire ;  and  while  free  from  city  annoyances,  it 
has  many  advantages  from  its  accessibility  to  Pittsburgh. 
A  Faculty  was  sought  and  found,  and  on  September  2Sth, 
1S70,  the  College  began  its  career.  In  my  college  days  a 
tradition  existed,  that  on  that  first  evening  Dr.  Black  selected 
"  Home,  Sweet  Home"  for  the  hymn  at  evening  prayers, 
much  to  the  discomfiture  of  the  assembled  girls. 

Without  ostentation,  Dr.  Black  was  formally  inaugurated 
President  upon  the  occasion  of  a  reception  held  by  the 
Trustees.  Mr.  Laughlin  ascended  a  few  steps  of  the  main 
stairway,  addressed  the  guests,  and  invested  the  first  Presi- 
dent witii  due  authority. 

Next,  it  was  necessary  to  enlarge  the  accommodations; 
and  as  the  Trustees  seemed  not  to  know  how  to  fail,  as  usual 
this  end  was  soon  accomplished.  The  assemblage  of  friends 
on  the  afternoon  of  the  gth  of  June,  1S71,  witnessed  the  lay- 
ing of  the  corner-stone  of  the  additional  building  under 
most  auspicious  circumstances.  This  provided  for  the  pres- 
ent chapel,  several  class-rooms,  dormitories,  and  gymnasium. 
The  exercises  were  presided  over  by  Dr.  Howard,  whose 
presence  harmonized  with  such  an  occasion  of  beauty,  be- 
nevolence, and  the  encouragement  of  learning. 

For  five  years  from  its  founding  the  College  was  the  scene 
of  steady  work  and  growth.  True,  womanly  girls  availed 
themselves  of  the  offered  privileges,  and  term  succeeded 
term  bringing  changes.  Development  came  slowly  but 
surely,  and  the  College  became  known,  and  its  Influence  felt 
over  wider  fields.  At  intervals  our  sweet-voiced  and  flexi- 
ble fingered  sisters  made  us  proud  of  them,  as  their  concerts 
drew  audiences  that  filled  the  chapel  to  overflowing. 

One  cloud,  during  this  time,  threatened  disaster.     A  debt 
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had  been  as  a  ball  and  chain  about  the  feet  of  the  Penn- 
sylvania Female  College,  and  at  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Trustees  it  was  resolved  to  break  away  the  fetters.  Four 
members  subscribed  fifty  tlioiisand  dollars  (§50,000),  on 
condition  that  enough  more  to  make  the  sum  of  seventy- 
five  thousand  dollars  (§75,000)  should  be  secured  within 
twenty  davs.  That  it  was  done,  revealed  their  earnestness; 
and  Dr.  Black  gladly  bore  to  us  the  tidings  of  that  noble 
generosity  to  which  we  were  indebted. 

Early  in  the  autumn  of  1875  Dr.  Black  went  to  his  new 
jiome  in  Wooster,  Ohio,  attended  by  the  good  wishes  and 
regrets  of  his  friends.  And  next  we  read  of  Dr.  Strong 
being  installed  President,  with  much  iinpressivencss. 

June,  1S76,  is  another  important  epoch  in  the  liistory  of 
the  College,  being  marked  by  the  beginning  of  the  Alumnae 
Association,  the  conferriiig  of  ihe  degree  of  Mistress  of 
Philosophy  for  the  first  time,  and  the  formality  of  all  the 
Coinmencement  exercises.  The  handsome  stone  memorial 
of  this  the  Centennial  Class  will  make  the  festivities  of  that 
period  an  oft-told  tale. 

We  pass  over  the  succeeding  years,  interesting  as  their 
events  are,  and  hasten  on  to  another  change — made  by  Dr. 
Strong  leaving.  Miss  Pelletreau,  who  early  in  its  career 
cast  in  her  lot  with  the  College,  is  now  the  honored  Presi- 
dent. Many  changes  have  occiirreti  in  the  Faculty,  and  a 
series  of  cultured  men  and  women  are  conjured  up  in  our 
minds.  While  one  remembers  Prof.  Christiani  as  the  in- 
spirer  of  lier  musical  talent,  another  dreams  of  neglected 
lessons  for  I'rof.  Gittings.  When  I  contemplate  the  test- 
tubes  and  acids  of  the  Laboratory,  Miss  Wadleigh  is  present 
to  my  thoughts,  while  Miss  Smith  attends  our  AlumnEe  sis- 
ters of  to-day's  adoption. 

Hospitality,  as  a  duty  peculiarly  belonging  to  woman's 
work,  has  been  impressed  by  abundant  examples.  A  whole 
Presbyterian  Synod  was  entertained  one  evening.  Noted 
personages  have  spent  pleasant  hours  on  this  hilltop ;  some 
of  die  Alumns  cherish  among  their  choicest  stories  remi- 
niscences of  the  visits  of  graceful  Mrs.  Rutherford  B.  Hayes 
and  the  beautiful  Madame  Christine  Nilsson  —  her  little 
Swetiish  song  still  echoing  in  their  hearts. 

What  progress  has  been  made  since  that  September  of 
1S70!  Then  the  Pennsylvania  Female  College  was  an  ex- 
periment, founded  upon  reasonable  hopes  of  success,  but 
with  limited  facilities  for  accomplishing  its  aim.  Now  it  is 
an  established  institution,  known  wherever  we  have  gone, 
and  fulfilling  the  desires  of  its  projectors.  For  instance,  let 
us  note  the  advance  in  the  department  devoted  to  the  Physi- 
cal Sciences.  It  would  answer  Herbert  Spencer's  deepest 
desire  to  see  the  ample  provision  made  to  promote  pro- 
ficiency in  these  studies.  A  complete  outfit  for  all  experi- 
ments in  Physics  and  Chemistry  is  here  (a  new  electrical 
machine  has  been  added  this  year).  A  skeleton  and  mani- 
kin are  indications  of  superior  advantages  for  the  students 
of  Physiology.  The  aids  to  Botanical  knowledge  are  of  the 
best  also.  In  this  part  of  its  work  the  College  is  abundantly 
prepared  to  put  lo  flight  the  fiends  of  ignorance.  The  Li- 
brary also  shows  growth,  and  has  now  added  a  Reading 
Table  lo  its  advantages,  where  many  of  the  standard  peri- 
odicals find  a  welcome  place.  The  history  of  the  Library 
alone  is  interesting.  At  first  consisting  of  a  few  books  for 
reading  on  Sunday  afternoons,  and  Strickland'.s  "  Queens 
of  England,"  it  dragged  along  in  indolent  life,  till  vigor  was 
infused  by  the  gift  of  two  hundred  dollars  fSaoo).     Then  it 


was  suggested  that  each  graduate  should  donate  a  book, 
and  the  present  students  ha^'e  done  more  for  it.  The  day 
pupils  deserve  much  praise  for  their  successful  Japanese  en- 
tertainment given  in  April,  which  added  three  hundred  and 
twenty  dollars  ($320)  to  the  Library  funds.  But,  like  Oliver 
Twist,  it  calls  for  "  More !  " 

While  there  is  so  much  to  be  thankful  for,  so  much  more 
is  needed  for  a  full  equipment  diat  the  treasury  stands  invit-  - 
ingly  open  for  gifts.  Congratulations  upon  its  growth  ought 
to  be  followed  by  provisions  for  its  greater  needs.  Experi- 
ence has  shown  the  College  to  be  a  very  appreciative,  provi- 
dent and  worthy  receiver.  What  it  needs  now  are  more 
"blessed  givers."  Generosity  has  attended  its  course,  but 
many  who  were  lavish  in  their  gifts  are  dead  now;  their 
deeds  are  living  after  them  in  its  present  usefulness,  and  in 
the  educated  women  that  have  profited  by  the  advantages 
they  provided  and  are  doing  good  work  in  the  world. 
Who  is  going  to  water  the  vine  which  their  fathers  planted  ? 

Again,  the  College  is  in  need  of  more  accommodations; 
the  private  rooms  are  crowded,  and  the  class  rooms  inade- 
quate, while  the  chapel  fails  to  answer  the  demands  made 
upon  it.  For  the  graduating  exercises,  the  students  and 
their  friends  are  obliged  to  seek  the  shelter  of  a  church. 
While  willing  to  win  the  waiting  diplomas,  and  proud  to 
gain  their  laurels  in  the  presence  of  their  friends,  yet  as  it  is 
a  most  tender  and  solemn  occasion,  the  woman's  nature 
dreads  the  publicity  which  is  now  unavoidable.  Upon  the 
scene  of  her  labors  seems  the  fitting  place  to  receive  her  re- 
ward, and  is  a  memory  to  be  cherished  through  life.  Plainly 
a  new  chapel  would  be  a  welcome  addition,  in  daily  use  for 
the  assembling  of  professors  and  sludents,  the  entertain- 
ments given,  as  well  as  the  Commencement  exercises. 

Nothmg  has  been  added  to  the  Art  Dejiartment  for  so 
long,  that  a  complete  renewal  is  most  desirable.  This  is  an 
important  avenue  of  usefulness,  needing  careful  attention 
and  wise  expenditure. 

To  provide  class  rooms,  our  former  gymnasium  was 
obliged  to  be  converted  into  two  apartments.  That  domain 
of  fun  and  healthy  exercise  was  regretfnlly  sacrificed,  and  is 
a  real  need.  Physical  training  must  not  be  neglected,  and 
it  is  fondly  hoped  that  a  better  gymnasium  may  soon  be 
provided,  where  lungs  and  muscles  may  receive  proper  at- 
tention, and  where  exercise  may  be  taken  when  inclement 
weather  forbids  out-of-door  sports. 

Let  us  imagine  an  edifice  to  the  east  of  this,  of  a  design 
beautiful  and  durable,  but  not  extravagant;  its  main  room 
specially  planned  for  and  adapted  to  chapel  exercises,  the 
long-needed  pipe  organ  being  part  of  its  furniture;  model 
art  rooms  and  gymnasium  to  be  in  the  same  building,  for  it 
ought  to  be  bright  and  well  venlilaled.  Such  an  addition 
does  the  Pennsylvania  Female  College  ivant,  and  it  is  hoped 
that  our  imaginings  may  soon  become  a  reality. 

Then  w-e  need  to  use  our  influence  by  encouraging  those 
who  have  the  control  of  the  College  in  their  hands  to  keep 
in  view  the  original  intentions — that  it  should  be  elevated  in 
moral  tone,  thorough  in  mental  culture,  and  womanly  ex- 
cellence its  aim.  We  hope  that  no  lowering  of  these  stand- 
ards may  be  tolerated  for  any  reasons  of  popularity,  but 
that  a  love  of  learning  may  be  the  "  sesame  "  to  its  stores 
of  knowledge.  We  ought  to  do  all  we  can  to  make  our 
College  a  good  one,  and  then  send  all  the  good  girls  we  can 
to  it.  Let  us  appreciate  youthful  impatience,  and  help  stu- 
dents to  persevere  till  a  thorough  preparation  for  the  world 
is  made.  "  Haste  makes  waste"  here,  as  elsewhere,  and  a 
greater  capacity  to  benefit  and  enjoy  comes  with  a  discip- 
lined mind. 

Our  most  heart-felt  wish  is  for  the  prosperity  of  our  Alma 
Mater,  and  then,  to  quote  from  Dr.  Jacobus'  address  at  the 
installation  of  Dr.  Strong,  "  As  the  Roman  Marcia  counted 
it  glory  enough  to  have  it  inscribed  upon  her  tomb  that  she 
was  the  wife  of  Cato — Catalonia  Marcia — so  a  (rain  of  grate- 
ful Alumna  shall  regard  it  honor  enough  to  be  mentioned 
as  the  daughters  of  the  Pennsylvania  Female  College." 

Class  of 'y5.  Lillian  Willock. 
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We  extend  a  cordial  greeting  to  the  class  of  '86,  with  the 
earnest  hope  that  these  seven  may  prove  a  valuable  addi- 
tion to  the  ranks  of  ihe  Association, 

The  AUinina'  Association  has  a  membership  of  123. 
There  have  been  seven  deaths.  Fifty-three  grandchildren 
claim  the  protection  of  our  Alma  Mater. 

Annual  Alumna;  Meeting,  June  4th,    1SS6,  at  11  A.  M.  ' 
Concert,  June  4lh,  8  P.  M.,  College  Chapel.     Baccalaureate  ' 
.Sermon,    by  Rev.  E.  P.  Cowan,  D.  D.,  Sabbath,  June  6th,  \ 
4  P.  M..  Shady   Side   Church.     Commencement  exercises, 
Monday,    June    7th,    S   P.    M.,    First    Presbyterian   Church, 
Wood    slieet.       Address,    by    Rev.    Washington    Gladden, 
D.  D. 

We  believe  that  at  the  hist  meeting  of  the  Alumuie.  a 
committee  was  appointed  to  revise  the  roll.  We  hope  that 
this  has  been  done,  and  that  the  editors  of  1S87  may  at  least 
have  no  difficulty  in  knowing  where  to  send  their  calls  for 
lielp.     A  roll    more    incorrect    than  the  one  we  have  been 


obliged  to  use  cannot  well   be 


jined.     Those  communi- 


cations of  ours    wliich   have   not  been  responded  to  were 
doubtless  "misdiret51ed." 

*** 
We  desire,  for  the  encouragement  of  future  |editors,  as 
well  as  for  the  benefit  of  tliose  who  advertise  ilirough  our 
columns,  to  mention  the  success  with  which  we  met  in  our 
lask  of  soliciting  adverlisements  for  the  Recorder.  We 
realized  the  advisabihty  of  making  the  Ahimn.e  Recorder 
what  it  had  not  yet  been,  self-supporting.  In  pursuance  of 
this  conviction,  but  with  fast-waning  courage,  we  entered 
one  after  another  of  the  leading  stores  of  the  city  on  our 
delicate  mission.  So  cordially  were  we  received,  that  with 
refreshed  energy  we  proceeded  until  all  allotted  advertising 
space  was  filled  ;  and,  Mirabile  diclu .'  not  one  refusal  did  ! 
we  meet  with  to  daunt  us  in  our  zeal.  What  we  had  antici- 
pated as  a  very  laborious  and  disagreeable  task  was  relieved 
of  very  much  of  its  unpleasantness,  owing  to  the  kind  man- 
ner in  which  we  were  received  by  those  whose  advertise- 
ments we  solicited.  We  trust  that  each  Alumna  will  con- 
sider it  her  duty  to  patronize  the  firms  represented  among 
the  adverlisements,  and  to  direct  her  influence  in  their  favor, 
so  that  if  any  have  given  hoping  for  nothing  in  return,  they 
may  be  agreeably  disappointed. 

*,* 

There  is  an  old  Latin  proverb  :  "  Bomim  niagis  carendo 
quamfruendo,  cernitur."  Agood  thing  is  appreciated  more 
by  its  absence  than  by  its  enjoyment.  We  hope  it  wilt  not 
be  necessary  to  follow  the  sentiment  of  this  proverb,  and 
omit  an  issue  of  the  Recorder  in  order  to  enhance  its  ap- 
preciation by  the  Alumna;.  Those  for  whose  benefit  this 
paper  is  published  are  very  willing  to  confess  tlie  pleasure 


they  experience  in  perusing  its  columns,  but  how  few  feel  it 
incumbent  upon  them  to  contribute  something  to  the  paper 
that  will  add  to  its  interest.  One  Alumna  is  so  busy  house- 
cleaning,  she  really  cannot  find  time  to  write.  She  dreams 
not  that  the  editors  of  the  Recorder  are  passing  through 
the  same  experience  at  the  same  time,  and  yet  must  find 
time  to  make  up  for  her  lack.  Another  makes  light  of  the 
whole  affair,  asking  what  she  shall  write.  To  oursuggestion 
that  she  describe  a  very  enjoyable  tour  she  has  just  com- 
pleted, we  receive  the  reply  that  the  Encyclopedia  will  fur- 
nish us  all  necessary  information  regarding  that  subject. 
Another  very  hopeful  damsel  trusts  that  the  paper  will  con- 
tinue to  be  a  success,  and  very  kindly  expresses  her  faith  in 
the  editors,  that  they  will  produce  a  goott  paper,  out  of 
what  material  she  states  not.  Now,  editors  must  be  practi- 
cal, and  evidently  such  replies  will  never  fill  the  columns  of 
the  paper.  If  the  career  of  "  our  dear  Recorder  "  is  to  be 
extended,  something  more  substantial  than  good  wishes 
must  be  vouchsafed.  We  sincerely  iiope  that  some  mem- 
bers of  the  Alumna::  have  more  zeal  for  the  welfare  of  the 
Pennsylvania  College  than  they  have  exhibited  for  the  sue. 
cess  of  the  Alumn^f.  Recorder,  else  we  must  conclude 
that  the  success  of  the  College  is  in  no  measure  due  to  their 
efforts  in  its  behalf  Let  those  who  have  presented  good 
reasons  for  non-compliance  with  our  request  understand 
that  tliey  are  exempt  from  this  criticism  ;  howevei',  we  must 
confess  that  they  are  in  the  minority.  We  tender  our  heart- 
felt thanks  to  those  who  have  nobly  responded  to  our  call. 
As  it  is  impossible  for  the  editors  to  obtain  the  correcfl  ad- 
dress of  every  Alumna,  we  would  suggest  that  between  the 
present  lime  and  the  next  issue  of  the  Recorder,  each  one 
who  can  make  it  convenient  to  prepare  a  contribution,  send 
it  to  the  editors  without  a  special  solicitation.  This  would 
very  materially  lighten  the  labors  of  ihe  editors  for  1887. 
If  the  addresses  of  die  editors  are  not  known,  contributions 
may  be  sent  in  care  of  the  College. 

Speaking  of  character-study,  if  you  ever  want  to  be 
more  than  an  amateur  in  the  art,  you  will  need  not  onlv  to 
observe  "  peculiar  combinations  of  virtues  and  vices."  You 
must  also  carefully  note  the  fine  shades,  the  subtle  gradations 
which  mark  the  differences  so  surely  found  in  characters  of 
the  same  outward  decorous  seeming.  There  is  no  roval 
road  to  such  learning,  but  there  are  many  steep  and  stony 
highways  leading  to  eminence.  First  among  these  we  would 
recommend  to  you  the  editorship  of  the  Alumn.^  Re- 
corder. Having  gained  this  position,  you  will  be  in  the 
way  of  acquiring  more  practical  knowledge  of  human  na- 
ture in  one  spring  than  conies  to  a  book  agent  in  years.  A 
few  months  since  we  knew  nothing  of  the  innate  nobility  of 
some  natures.  We  could  only  wonder  and  surmise  as  we 
tried  to  decipher  the  mysterious  characters  traced  on  the 
parchment.  Now  we  have  struck  the  key-note  of  each  vic- 
tim's personality,  and  when  the  shadowy  "  My  Novel  "  ma- 
terializes, look  to  your  laurels,  O  Dickens,  George  Eliot. 
and  (we  speak  with  all  due  consideration)  William  D.  How- 
ells  !  How  much  true  humanity  is  yet  unportrayed,  and 
can  be  known  only  to  the  few  who  have  edited  the  Alumnae 
Recorder.  Those  who  have  helped  clothe  its  columns 
cannot  measure  the  joy  resulting  from  their  charity.  Nor. 
indeed,  can  those  kindly  natures  who,  not  finding  it  possible 


ALUMN/E   RECORDER. 


to  make  an  actual  contribution  to  the  Recorder,  have  not 
withheld  from  the  editors  words  of  sympathy  and  encour- 
agement. But,  alas!  poor  himian  nature,  "  What  a  falhng 
off  is  there,"  when,  turning  to  the  archives,  the  eye  of  the 
editor  tails  on  the  coldly-worded,  uncompromising  refusal,  the 
author  of  which  "  regrets  to  be  unable,"  &c.,  or  most  chilling 
form  of  declinature,  the  postal  card,  which  conveys  the  idea 
in  a  few  lines  written  in  the  third  person.  Of  such  are  the 
Alumnif  Association.  But  lest  we  deceive  anyone  who 
would  seek  the  editorship  merely  as  a  matter  of  education, 
we  will  say  that  there  is  slill  something  unexplained.  Will 
we  never  know  the  fate  of  those  many  communications 
which,  delivered  to  the  mercies  of  the  mail  service,  have  not 
returned  to  us  in  any  form,  even  after  many  days?  Is  our 
mail  service  defective  and  untrustworthy  ?  The  haughty, 
peremptory  refusal  at  least  gave  no  uncertain  sound,  but  how 
torturing  the  unexpressive  silence  which  raised  false  hopes 
only  to  make  the  heart  sick.  We  have  made  another  dis- 
covery which  illustrates  the  perversity  of  the  feminine  na- 
ture. While  the  editors  of  the  Recorder  serve  the  Asso- 
ciation cheerfully,  even  gratefully,  not  complaining  of  their 
arduous  duties,  and  devoting  the  spring-tide  of  their  year 
to  furthering  the  interests  of  the  Alumnje,  the  contributors, 
they  who  bade  the  Recorder  come  forth,  regard  it  (we 
mean  the  Recorder,  we  will  not  say  the  editors,)  as  an  in- 
fliction, like  house-cleaning,  or  any  other  nuisance  that  rises 
tfi  mar  the  beauty  of  the  unfolding  year. 
"  Here  we  w:\niler  in  illusions, 
.Some  blesiieil  power  deliver  us  from  hence." 

The  Alumnae  have  received  their  education  from  three 
sources:  Nature,  Study,  and  Experience.  "  Studies  perfect 
Nature,  and  are  perfected  by  Experience."  Each  one  is 
placed  with  the  heavens  above  her,  and  the  earth  beneath 
her  feet,  challenging  a  search  of  their  heights  and  depths. 
All  the  beauties  and  wonders  which  meet  one  at  every  step, 
are  so  many  promises  which  appeal  to  the  senses.  What  a 
wise  provision  of  Providence  that  the  instruction  we  receive 
from  nature  in  our  childhood  is  so  limited,  just  enough  to 
stimulate  us  with  a  desire  for  knowledge.  How  very  crude 
are  our  first  impressions  of  things.  We  feel  aroused  within 
us  the  desire  to  understand  many  subjects  of  which  nature 
only  gave  us  undefined  impressions.  Then  we  began  our 
school  life  in  order  to  pursue  these  studies.  Study  implies 
system  and  method.  It  lays  the  foundation  on  which  the 
attainments  of  future  years  are  to  rest.  In  the  schoolroom, 
little  by  little  revealing  a  succession  of  new  and  beautiful 
surprises,  the  curtain  is  raised.  Many  are  said  to  find  them- 
selves at  the  beginning  of  life  possessed  of  the  traditional 
golden  spoon,  with  which  they  may  dip,  almost  at  will,  from 
life's  fullness  of  beauty  and  pleasure,  but  knowledge  can  be 
neither  bought,  sold,  nor  inherited.  For  persistent  endeavor 
only  is  it  given  in  exchange.  Well  do  we  remember  the 
difficult  Latin  construction,  which,  the  more  we  endeavored 
to  determine  its  meaning  the  less  lucid  did  it  appear,  but 
finally  patience  and  perseverance  won,  and  what  a  thrill  of 
joy  did  we  feel  at  our  triumph,  and  how  plain  did  it  all  ap- 
pear. Then  that  complicated  mathematical  problem,  the 
trials  and  tribulations  of  chemistry  and  a  host  of  similar 
recollections,  come  vividly  before  our  mental  vision,  and 
what  pleasure  does  the  contemplation  of  our  victories  afford 


us.  True,  to  one  many  talents,  to  another  few,  are  intrusted,  > 
But  this  natural  genius  does  not  mean  knowledge  acquired. 
Although  in  the  four  short  years  of  college  life  we  may  not 
become  scientists,  nor  mathematicians,  nor  linguists,  yet  we 
may  in  this  time  become  sufliciently  acquainted  with  these 
departments  of  knowledge  to  attain  one  element  o(  success, 
which  is  the  knowledge  of  how  much  remains  to  be  known. 
Notwithstanding  repeated  statements  to  the  contrary, 
college  instruction  is  practical.  While  there  may  be  many 
truths  there  learned  forgotten  in  after  life,  the  impressions 
remain.  The  drill  in  dates  and  names  and  technicalities  is 
necessary  to  fix  principles.  Our  scientific  studies  have 
opened  our  eyes.  We  see  in  nature  a  depth  and  meaning 
of  which  we  never  dreamed.  In  language  we  have  become 
acquainted  with  the  peculiarity  of  mind,  the  expression  and 
the  thought  of  other  nations  and  of  our  own.  And  not  the 
only  result  is  this  store  of  knowledge  of  which  we  have 
possessed  ourselves — the  intelle^ual  growth,  the  greater  ex- 
pansion of  mental  power — these  all  combine  to  make  a  col- 
lege education  valuable.  From  the  effort  put  forth  in  study 
comes  an  increase  of  mental  strength,  a  widening  and  broad- 
ening of  the  mental  capacities.  We  keep  pace  with  our 
acquirements.  Knowledge  means  growth.  And  thus  it 
comes  about  that  "  our  souls  cannot  return  to  last  year's  nests 
and  find  them  large  enough."  But  not  all  life's  lessons  are 
learned  in  this  department  of  education.  Studies  require 
perfeding  by  experience.  When  our  last  text-books  were 
closed,  we  had  just  finished  sharpening  and  polishing  our 
implements  of  labor.  We  perceive,  at  our  first  outlook, 
that  the  truths  we  have  learned  in  books  are  but  helps  which 
are  to  make  us  intelligent  workers,  not  mere  machines.  As 
time  goes  by,  brain  and  hands  and  heart  are  filled  with  the 
tasks  that  each  day  brings.  We  find  many  a  problem  to 
whose  solution  no  preceding  lesson  gives  a  clue.  In  this 
school  of  experience  we  graduates  are  now  placed  in  order 
to  perfect  our  studies,  and  into  this  same  labyrinth  the  class 
of  '86  is  about  to  be  ushered.  If  we  endeavor  to  learn  every 
day's  lesson  faithfully  as  it  comes,  we  will  thus  be  prepared 
for  each  new  experience.  Here,  too,  we  are  afforded  an  op- 
portunity to  convince  the  world  that  Alma  Mater's  wise  in- 
strudion  has  belter  fitted  us  for  the  faithful  performance  of 
life's  varied  duties  than  we  otherwise  could  have  been.  "The 
reward  of  one  duty  is  the  power  to  fulfill  another." 


Tempore  Optime  Ut.\mur. — How  wisely  might  more 
than  one  member  of  '83  have  spent  her  time  in  supporting 
the  Recorder,  and  tiius  relieving  her  classmate,  a  victim 
of  the  editorship.        _^_^ 

FoRTiTER,  Feltciter,  Fideliter. — Scarcc  two  years 
since  the  class  of  '84  heralded  their  motto  to  the  world  as 
assembled  in  the  Second  Presbyterian  church.  How  have 
the  class  of  '8+  supported  their  comrade  who  has  passed 
through  fiery  trial  as  Editor  of  the  Recorder?  "  Bravely, 
cheerfully,  faithfully,"  indeed  ! 

The  beautiful  vase  which  stands  in  front  of  the  college 
building,  reminds  us  that  there  once  existed  a  class  of  '76. 
We  are  forced  to  consider  it  a  memorial  of  the  talents  which, 
with  the  graduating  symbols  of  twelve  bright  minds,  lie 
buried  beneath  it.  For  years  no  voice  has  reached  us  from 
that  silent  tomb.     Reqnkscant  in  Pace. 
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=  /AgiPPiesl  ^ 


"  A  worlJ-wilhoul-end    barg.iin." 

— June,    1885,  Carrie  Barker,  class  '78,  to  Charles  Barrett. 
—In    Allegheny   City,    Pa.,  October    i5lh,  18S5,    Emma 
Kearns,  class  '8i,  to  Wm.  L,  Coyle. 


— The  Necrologist  has  received  no  intelligence  of  deaths 
occurring,  eitiier  among  the  Alunmse  or  their  children. 


^aDep^onal^^ 


"  Regreis  and  recolle^flions  of  things  past, 
With  hinU  and  prophecies  of  things  lo  be," 

— Mrs.  Df.  Marshall,  class  '78,  of  Mahoning.  Pa.,  has 
moved  to  Kittanning,  Pa. 

— Mrs.  Miller,  uee  Robbins,  e.\pects  to  spend  the  summer 
with  her  mother. 

— Madame  Rolla — Miss  Wheat — has  been  singing  to  the 
ctiltured  people  of  Palermo,  Sicily,  this  spring,  and  has 
charmed  them  wiih  her  aftable  manner,  as  wd!  as  magnifi- 
cent voice. 

— Miss  Sarah  Johnston  left  the  latter  part  of  May  for 
California,  expecting  to  return  in  two  months. 

— Mrs.  John  Pardee,  nee  McKay,  of  Rochester,  N.  Y., 
accom])anied  by  her  young  son,  has  been  spending  the 
month  of  May  with  friends  in  East  Pittsburgh. 

— Miss  Flora  McKnight,- who  passed  her  summer  so 
pleasantly  at  Sewickley,  wetithome  with  her  heart  "  Pierced," 
and  so  thoroughly  cut  in  twain  that  it  still  continues  so. 
"  — Miss  Minnie  Mohr,  formerly  a  student  of  the  College, 
well  known  for  her  musical  ability,  was  married  last  October 
to  Mr.  John  Bell. 

— Miss  Sue  Barrett's  address  is  Rochester,  N.  Y.  She 
went  there  in  P'ebruary  with  her  mother  and  sisters,  ex- 
pecting to  stay  for  si.x  months. 

— According  to  last  accounts.  Miss  Anna  Lysle,  class  of 
'8_i,  was  anticipating  a  visit  to  the  West. 

— Mrs.  Alfred  Paul!  spent  a  week  at  the  Monongahela 
House.  Pittsburgh,  in  April,  but  did  not  send  her  friends 
word,  and  they  will  not  forget  it  soon. 

— Miss  Belle  McConnell.  class  of  '3o,  is  traveling  in  Cali- 
fornia. 

—Miss  Ida  Faber,  a  former  pupil  of  the  College,  was 
married  in  the  Shady  Side  Presbyterian  church.  May  11, 
1886,  to  Mr.  William  Howe. 

— Mrs.  Mary  Acheson  Spencer,  class  of  '83,  has  moved 
into  her  new  house  on  Amberson  Ave.,  built  for  her  by  her 
tiuher. 

— Miss  Bessie  Barker,  class  of  '82,  will  visit  in  Kansas 
during  the  summer. 

— Mrs.  Helen  Townsend  Mayer  has  two  interesting  chil- 
dren, who  occupy  most  of  her  time. 

— Miss  Jennie  B.  Wallace,  who  now  makes  Sewickley  her 
permanent  home,  has  many  warm  friends  and  admirers. 

— Miss  Jennie  B.  Clark,  class  of  'Si,  and  Miss  Mary 
VanEman,  class  of  '82,  continue  to  hold  positions  in  the 
College  faculty. 


—Mrs.  Althea  Bilderback  Harden  is  keeping  house  in 
Steubenville,  Ohi'o. 

—We  are  glad  to  be  able  tn  state  that  Miss  Ettie  King 
has  recovered  her  health. 

—Mrs.  Nettie  Jamison  Vincent  spent  a  pleasant  evening 
at  the  College  recently. 

—Mrs.  Lidie  Campbell  Stewart  is  recovering  from  an 
eight  months'  illness,  and  yet  found  time  to  send  some  items 
to  the  Recorder. 

—We  lament  that  Cupid  has  not  been  doing  his  full  duty 
to  the  graduates  of  the  Pennsylvania  Female  College,  as  our 
Hymeneal  record  for  the  past  year  is  amazingi)'  small.  How- 
ever, let  us  hope  for  better  things  in  the  future,  and  well  we 
may,  if  the  large  number  of  reported  engagements  shall  be 
consummated  before  next  June.  Not  having  received  direct 
intelligence  of  these,  we  Ibrbear  publishing  rumors. 


^giptl^^. 


-May  Pears  McClelland,  a  daughter,  born  June,  1885. 
-Fanny  Morgan  Porter,  a  son,  born  October  21,  18S5. 
—Fanny  Axtel  Harnian.  a  daughter,  born  Oct.  21,  1885. 
-Kizzie  Negley  Senft,  a  daughter,  born,  1885. 
-Mary  Renshaw  Chislett,  a  son,  born  December  29,  188; 
-Sara  Fredericks  Marks,  a  daughter,  born  Jan.  3,  1886. 
-Carrie  Barker  Barrett,  a  son.  born  April  i,  1SS6. 


Q  UESTION 

FOR  THE  CONSIDI^RA  riON  OP  THE  ALUMNM  ASSOCIA  TION. 

I  have  a  boy.  What  does  the  P.  F.  C.  mean  to  do  for  his 
proper  education.  Of  course  we  Alumnie  think  our  college 
is  the  best,  and  I  am  anxious  that  my  son  should  have  ad- 
vantages of  ihe  best.  Do  you  think  Miss  Pelletreau  could 
be  induced  to  admit  him  by  the  time  he  will  arrive  at  years 
of  discretion  ?  At  present  his  age  is  four  months,  so  there  is 
time  for  grave  deliberation.  Anxious  Mother. 


^  Conhpilstj  tione  ^ 


Pasadena,  Cal.,  March  16,  1886. 
Dear  Recorder  :  A  few  days  since  a  request  came  to 
me,  through  Miss  Pelletreau,  for  a  contiibution  to  your 
columns.  I  most  gladly  accept  this  opportunity  to  commu- 
nicate with  many  old  and  dear  school  friends,  and  at  the 
same  time  to  express  a  liearty  wish  for  the  long  and  success- 
ful lile  of  the  neat  lilde  journal  which  makes  such  communi- 
cation possible  once  a  year.  Through  these  pages  may  be 
extended  the  hearty  greeting,  the  loving  wish  to  friends 
whose  faces  we  may  never  see.  Time  and  circumstance 
hurry  us  along  through  life,  pushing  the  best  of  friends 
ruthlessly  apart,  setting  seas,  and  mountains,  and  deserts 
between  them,  and  laughing  at  the  old  school-time  vows  of 
eternal  friendship  and  constancy.  Yet  amid  the  confusion 
of  changing  scenes,  the  new  aims  and  responsibilities  of  the 
revolving  years,  comes  annually  the  Recorder,  slipping 
into  our  surprised  hands  like  the  warm  clasp  of  an  old 
friend,  and  as  our  eyes  run  through  the  pages,  and  note  all 
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the  familiar  college  names  and  haunts,  old  Time  turns  back- 
ward in  his  flight,  the  years  are  bridged,  and  again  we  are  a 
trooi)  of  school-girls,  studying,  romping,  laughing  and  talk- 
ing together  in  the  old  College  lialis.  Only  the  last  printed 
word,  perhaps  a  trifle  blurred  by  a  gentle  mist  from  the  past, 
recalls  us  to  our  present  state — of  dignified  old  maidenhood. 
Long  live  the  Recorder  ! 

California !  To  those  who  have  never  been  there,  what 
visions  nf  wonder  and  beauty  are  evoked  by  the  mere  name  ; 
and  to  those  who  have,  what  a  train  of  delightful  recollec- 
tions. What,  then,  must  be  experienced  by  those  who  are 
living  and  breathing  in  the  midst  of  this  far-famed  land  of 
mountain  and  valley,  of  orange  grove  and  vineyard,  this 
summer  land  of  sunshine  and  flowers?  In  answer  to  such  a 
question,  I  can  only  say  that  there  is  niucii  experienced  liere 
which  can  never  be  told — that  there  is  a  constant  delight  in 
tiie  heart  baffling  expression,  and  rendering  an  ordinary 
tongue  or  pen  powerless.  Only  a  mind  gifted  and  poetic, 
a  i>en  as  fluently  guided  as  was  that  of  Mrs.  Helen  Jackson, 
can  attempt  to  do  the  subject  justice.  And,  so,  as  I  think 
of  the  request  to  describe  my  present  surroundings,  my 
heart  fails  me,  and  I  glance  doubtfully  at  my  long-suffering, 
well  nigh  exhausted  dictionary,  wondering  if  it  can  sustain 
one  more  attack  upon  its  contents.  However,  ifmyjien 
cannot  do  the  subject  full  justice,  it  can  at  least  present  a 
few  sketchy  personal  impressions  of  Southern  California 
which  may  interest  some  of  the  readers  of  the  Recorder. 

Pasadena,  the  pretty  town  which  has  been  our  resting 
place  since  October  last,  nestles  like  a  gem  in  the  lovely 
San  Gabriel  Valley,  a  beautiful  tract  of  land  sloping  gradu- 
ally from  the  Sierra  Madre  Mountains  to  the  sea.  The 
views  in  all  directions  from  here  are  among  the  most  ex- 
tended and  magnificent  in  the  State.  From  certain  points 
can  be  seen  the  snow-crowned  domes  of  mountains  a  hun- 
dred miles  distant,  so  clear  is  the  atmosphere;  in  anotiier 
direction  the  silver  line  of  the  Pacific  gleams  into  view;  and 
in  still  another,  the  great  rocky  range  of  the  Sierra  Madre 
lifts  itself  heavenward,  its  sides  seamed  with  canons  and  its- 
summit  outlined  in  jagged  peaks,  like  saw-teeth,  against  the 
vivid  blue  of  the  California  sky.  The  town  itself  is  very 
pretty.  Long  avenues  bordered  with  the  graceful  pepper 
and  the  tropical  palm  trees,  wind  in  all  directions.  There 
are  few  fences,  most  of  the  places  being  divided  from  the 
street  and  each  other  by  the  beautiful  cypress  or  lime  hedges 
which  grow  so  luxuriantly  in  this  country.  Many  of  the 
homes,  especially  the  older  ones  of  the  settlement,  stand 
half  a  mile  or  more  from  the  avenues,  in  the  midst  of  orange 
groves,  and  are  approached  by  long  drive-ways  through 
these,  much  after  the  fashion,  I  am  told,  of  the  old  planta- 
tion homes  of  the  South.  And.  Oh,  what  pictures  some  of 
these  old  homes  make,  embowered  in  their  masses  of  English 
ivy  and  rose  vines,  surrounded  by  every  plant  and  blooming 
flower  that  one  has  ever  seen,  and  many  ihat  are  entirely 
new  to  Eastern  eyes.  Great  clumps  of  pampas  grass,  with 
their  feathey  plumes,  banana  trees,  the  great  tropical  India- 
rubber  tree,  all  lend  a  strange  new  beauty  to  these  gardens. 
And  then  the  dear  old  blossoms  that  we  learned  to  know 
and  love  at  home,  and  that  we  watched  over  so  tenderly  in 
summer  and  winter,  how  they  do  flaunt  themselves  and  glory 
in  this  delicious  sunshine !  An  enthusiastic  flower-lover 
could  weep  with  joy  over  the   masses  of  snowy  callas  bor- 


dering fountain  and  walk,  over  the  great  heliotrope  trees 
laden  down  with  bloom,  the  trellises  of  dainty  smilax,  the 
pinks,  violets,  mignonette,  and  "  all  sweet-smelling  things," 
that  seem  to  grow  almost  wild  here,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
roses,  which  deserve  a  whole  chapter  to  themselves.  My 
aunt's  rose-garden  is  especially  fine,  containing  many  differ- 
ent varieties,  as  the  trees  are  old,  and  kept  well  trimmed, 
the  result  is  a  constant  profusion  of  beautiful  roses  all 
through  the  year.  To  a  young  woman  from  Indiana,  who 
has  been  in  the  habit  of  sqandering  most  of  her  pin-money 
in  winter  time  on  meagre  bunches  of  sickly-looking  hot- 
house roses,  this  has  been  a  mine  of  constant  delight — de- 
light tempered  only  by  the  regret  that  all  of  her  Eastern 
friends  could  not  share  her  pleasure.  Beautiful  as  are  the 
scenery  and  flowers  of  Southern  California,  there  is  some- 
thing which  quite  surpasses  either  in  the  minds  of  many 
persons,  and  that  is  the  climate.  It  is  impossible  to  convey 
in  words  any  idea  of  this.  It  must  be  experienced  to  be 
understood.  Besides,  it  is  a  rather  hackneyed  subject,  writ- 
ten threadbare  bj'  every  newspaper  correspondent  and  en- 
thusiastic invalid,  who  visits  the  Pacific  coast ;  so  it  will 
suffice  to  say  that  it  would  seem  that  the  perfection  of  climate 
must  be  found  in  a  region  where  one  can  sleep  comfortably 
out  of  doors  most  of  the  year,  gather  fresh  strawberries 
every  month  of  tlie  twelve,  and  wear  the  same  clothing  at 
Christmas  as  in  mid-summer. 

The  social  aspect  of  this  country  is  as  delightful  as  any 
other.  The  homesickness  which  I  had  anticipated,  and 
which  seems  unavoidable  to  one  so  far  from  home  and  many 
dear  friends,  has  visited  me  only  at  long  intervals,  thanks 
not  only  to  my  charming  surroundings,  but  to  many  kind 
and  sympathetic  friends  and  acquaintances  who  have  made 
our  winter  in  Pasadena  one  long  to  be  remembered.  Charm- 
ing and  hospitable  homes  are  found  here  in  California,  as 
well  as  in  Indiana  or  Pennsylvania,  and  in  this  conne(5lion  I 
must  mention  Mrs,  Wills,  formerly  of  Washington,  Pa,,  now 
of  Los  Angeles,  at  whose  pleasant  home  I  have  been  fre- 
quently entertained  this  winter.  Her  sweet  face  is  scarcely 
a  day  older,  her  warm  heart  not  one  bit  less  warm,  than 
years  ago,  when,  in  the  old  spare  room  at  the  College,  turned 
for  the  time  into  a  school  hospital,  she  nursed  a  poor  sick 
girl,  a  stranger  to  her,  with  as  much  kindness  as  she  be- 
stowed upon  her  own  Fanny,  who  was  suflering  at  the  same 
time  with  an  attack  of  the  measles.  Her  kindness  still 
reaches  in  many  diredions.  and  as  Vice  President  of  the 
Los  Angeles  Benevolent  Associadon,  and  a  zealous  worker 
in  other  organizations,  her  afls  of  charity  doubtless  carry 
comfort  and  cheer  to  many  lonely  and  sick  hearts.  In 
answer  to  Annie  Davis'  query,  in  another  Recorder,  as  to 
what  had  become  of  Fanny  Wills,  I  would  answer  that  she 
is  blooming  like  a  rose  in  the  home  of  her  adoption — the 
beautiful  "  City  of  the  Angels."  She  is  the  same  bright  girl 
as  of  old,  with  the  addition  ot^— well,  ever  so  many  nice 
things  which  I  won't  enumerate,  fearing  the  list  might  some 
day  reach  her  eye  and  make  her  what  she  is  not  now  in  the 
least.  A  host  of  her  friends  out  here  would  testify  ardently 
to  every  pleasant  thing  I  could  say  of  her,  and  in  the  course 
of  a  few  months,  when  fairly  installed  in  the  new  home 
which  her  father  is  building  on  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
sites  in  Los  Angeles,  I  think  she  will  have  no  cause  to  envy 
any  one.     Her  cousin,    Madeline  Wade,  of  Santa  Barbara, 
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an  old  college  girl,  well  remembered  by  many  readers  of  the 
Recordek,  I  have  bad  the  pleasure  of  seeing  and  will  soon 
^ee  again,  it  is  announced  authoritatively  in  Los  Angeles,  as 
e!ic  bride  of  Mr.  Robert  Poindexter,  of  that  city.  A  long 
and  happy  life  to  the  pair, 

1  fear  that  the  editors  of  the  Recorder  will  receive  more 
than  Ihey  bargained  for  in  this  California  letter.  Some  girl 
of '77  should  have  warned  them  before  making  any  such 
request  from  this  quarter,  but  as  they  were  unacquainted 
with  the  writer's  proclivities,  she  will  not  take  further  ad- 
vantage of  their  ignorance,  save  in  a  few  parting  words. 
Through  this  medium  I  wish  to  send  love  and  best  wishes  to 
all  old  school  friends,  especially  to  the  girls  of  '771  many  of 
whom  I  ho])e  to  hear  from  in  this  issue  of  the  Recorder. 
I  wisli  also  to  express  my  pleasure  at  the  continued  success 
of  [he  College  under  Miss  Pelletreau's  management,  and  also 
a  very  earnest  hope  that  the  future  holds  many  good  things 
in  store  for  it.  May  its  noble  and  generous  supporters,  who 
have  been  removed  by  death  during  tlie  past  year,  and  who 
are  so  sadly  missed,  be  replaced  by  others  who'will  emulate 
iheir  kindness  and  generosity. 

Again,  wilh  kindest  remembrances  to  all  old  friends,  with 
the  wish  that  each  may  some  day  enjoy  a  sight  of  Southern 
California,  I  am,  very  sincerely, 

The  Recorder's  well-wisher, 

Cla%s  of  '77.  Susan  H.  Locke. 

LINES 

OjV   the   NJN'Jf/  A.\NirERSAR\-  OF  THE  CLASS  OF  '77. 
Only  a  few  more  Iwilighls 

To  count  ihc  pasl  years  by, 
Only  a  liille  longer 

"Ere  nine  short  years  (lit  by. 
Time,  in  his  rolies  of  Season, 

Goes  quickly  on  before, 
Ai  one  lime  dropping  rose  leave!. 

Then  briar  thorns  at  our  door. 
It  may  1)6  ihat  ihc  petals 

Have  brightenetl  heart  and  home,  " 

Or  mouldered  into  ashes 

Al  the  dawning  uf  a  storm. 
Il  may  be  that  ils  ijerfnme 

Has  lingered  through  a  life. 
To  lend  it  Htrenglh  and  sweetness 

Through  long  and  eager  strife, 
ll  ni.iy  be  that  the  briar  thorn 

Has  filled  the  he.irt  with  care. 
Or,  roused  within  the  conscience 

The  wdl  to  do  and  dare. 
It  may  be  that  ihc  rough  thorns 

Have  strewn  their  rank  growth  o'er 
Our  pathway,  checking  pure  thought 

And  hope  for  ever  more. 
I'or  each  there  is  a  morrow, 

A  life  10  win  .ind  wear. 
The  preface  of  it — patience  ; 

The  end  of  it — a  prayer. 
If,  glancing  through  the  past  years, 

We  glean  the  golden  grain, 
As  greeting  to  the  Master 

I'h.it  we  have  not  lived  in  vain. 
Faith  points  us  to  the  future, 

Hope  gleans  the  full  ripe  ear. 
Love  binds  the  sheaves  togetlier, — 

God  bJess  the  coming  year !  M . 


College  Place.  May  22,  1S86. 

Dear  1-"riends;  Something  which  sounds  very  much 
like  a  command  comes  from  our  editorial  staff,  and  I  am 
mustered  into  service.  I  know  how  your  hearts  are  turning 
toward  these  walls,  rendered  sacred  to  each  of  us  by  the 
memories  which  cluster  round  them;  and  it  becomes  a 
pleasure,  as  well  as  a  duty,  to  glean  a  few  from  the  many 
items  of  interest  connected  with  our  college  life  during  the 
year  just  closing. 

A  literary  society,  under  the  name  of  Phi  Beta  Kappa, 
was  organized  early  in  the  year.  The  meeiings  have  been 
continued  at  regular  intervals,  and  have  been  a  source  of 
instruction  and  entertainment. 

The  Missionary  Society  has  been  in  successful  operation. 
Those  who  were  once  members  of  this  society,  and  especially 
the  personal  friends  of  Miss  Anna  K.  Davis,  will  be  pleased 
to  learn  that  the  College  continues  to  sustain  the  scholarship 
for  the  support  of  the  Japanese  girl,  one  of  her  pupils. 

Thanks  to  those  who  have  tiuis  proven  themselves  true 
friends  of  tiie  College,  the  routine  of  school-life  has  been 
relieved  by  a  number  of  entertaining  and  instructive  lectures. 

The  girls  of  '82  will  remember  our  keen  enjoymenr  of 
Rev.  W.  J.  Holland's  lecture  on  "  Bugs."  His  spicy  talk 
on  "  Insect  Life,"  illustrated  by  several  cases  of  splendid 
moths  and  beetles  collected  from  various  quarters  of  the 
globe,  made  November  20th,  a  "  red-letter-day"  in  our 
calendar. 

Rev.  \.  N.  Hays  ushered  in  the  last  month  of  the  old  year 
by  telling  us  of  '"The  Martyrs  of  Bohemia,"  He  had  in 
his  possession  a  sword,  used  in  those  bloody  persecutions  of 
the  seventeenth  century,  ;ind  upon  its  blade  are  engraven 
the  names  of  twenty-seven  of  those  brave  men  who  laid 
down  their  lives  in  the  city  of  Prague. 

On  the  evening  of  Febrtiary  6th  we  had  the  pleasure  of 
listening  to  one  of  Rev.  J.  A.  E^kin's  "  Talks  on  Siam." 
Mr.  E.  was  for  four  years  teaclier  of  English  in  the  King's 
College  in  Bangkok,  and  can  speak  from  experience — of 
the  country,  its  climate,  its  products,  its  people,  their  cus- 
toms, and  the  missionary  work  being  done  among  them. 

Rev.  J.  L.  Milligan  came  out  on  the  evening  of  March 
30th,  and  allowed  us  the  pleasure  of  accompanying  him  on 
a  journey  to  Norway  and  Sweden.  The  gentleman  proved 
an  excellent  chaperon,  and  left  us  with  many  pleasant  mem- 
ories of  the  "  Land  of  the  Midnight  Sun." 

Last  evening  we  were  entertained  and  instructed  by  an 
earnest  talk  from  Mrs.  Kumler,  Her  theme  was  missionary 
work  in  its  various  phases,  and  our  education  as  a  prepara- 
tion for  such  work.  It  is  only  necessary  to  mention  the 
name  of  our  friend  Mr.  Brashear,  in  order  that  you  may 
appreciate  tlie  fact  that  a  pleasure  awaits  us  in  the  lectures 
which  he  is  to  deliver  on  the  evenings  of  May  26lh  and  31st. 

Prof.  Giltings  and  Prof  _\'V  hi  ting  have  been  instrumental 
in  securing  several  musical  treats  during  the  year.  On  Jan- 
uary 20lh  the  Mendelssohn  Quintette  Club  gave  a  matinee, 
which  was  much  enjoyed  by  all  who  had  the  pleasure  of 
attending.  Dr.  Maas  favored  us  with  a  piano  recital  on  the 
afternoon  of  March  12th.  Mrs.  Anna  Clark-Steiniger's 
wonderful  rendering  of  the  Beethoven  sonatas  will  not  soon 
be  forgotten  by  the  lovers  of  music  who  so  fully  appreciated 
her  kindness  in  spending  the  afternoon  of  April  23th  at  the 
College. 
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Tlie  Japanese  Fair  held  on  April  i6th  and  17th  proved  a 
financial  as  well  as  a  social  success.  As  a  result  of  this  ven- 
ture, tiie  young  ladies  will  place  upon  the  shelves  of  the 
Library,  books  amounting  to  three  hundred  dollars.  These, 
in  addition  to  those  already  added,  will  make  an  increase  of 
at  least  five  tiundrcd  volumes  during  the  year.  In  order  to 
accommodate  this  large  addition,  the  Trustees  have  decided 
to  place  a  handsome  book-case  along  the  eastern  wall  of 
the  Library.  They  also  propose  to  refurnish  the  bedrooms 
on  the  second  floor  before  the  opening  of  the  next  year. 

A  sun-dial,  the  beautiful  and  appropriate  gift  of  the  Class 
of  'S6,  stands  near  to  the  handsome  vase  whicli  is  a  constant 
reminder  of  the  girls  of  '76.  "  Gradatim,"  the  motlo  which 
it  bears,  is  suggestive  of  the  life  of  our  Alma  Mater.  Step 
by  step  she  has  risen  to  the  position  which  she  now  occu- 
pies, and  the  end  is  not  yet. 

At  no  distant  day  we  hope  to  see  the  several  departments 
endowed,  and  the  College  placed  upon  an  independent  basis. 
This  certainly  should  be  done  at  once,  and  cannot  we,  as 
members  of  the  Alumna,  lend  our  influence  in  this  direc- 
tion? 

Hoping  to  meet  a  large  representation,  especially  of  the 
Class  of  '82.  on  June  4th,  I  am,  sincerely  yours, 

Marv  Van  Eman. 


Des  Moines,  Iowa,  April  20,  1S86. 

Dear  Sister  Graduates:  You  will  readily  appreciate 
my  feelings  on  receiving  your  letter  asking  for  a  contribu- 
tion to  the  Recorder  in  dear  Miss  Pelletreau's  name.  It  is 
as  good  a  password  into  my  affections  as  exists ;  but,  bless 
your  dear  soul,  what  may  I  write  of  interest?  I'll  see;  and 
when  I  finish  I  am  sure  you'll  say,  that  know  me.  "  Well, 
that  sounds  just  like  'Jeremiah  Doozenbury.' "  In  fact,  I 
might  write  a  fatherly  letter  to  my  family,  but  that  would 
not  do  in  this. 

I  have  thought  very  seriously  of  writing  the  Recorder, 
and  your  letter  has  thoroughly  enthused  me.  How  I  wish 
I  might  jabber  away  face  to  face  with  the  dear  girls,  in  place 
of  writing !  Mayhap,  though,  it  is  better  for  them  I  can't. 
Well,  I  want  the  girls  of  '74  ^nd  '75.  Come  on,  girls,  close 
to  me, — that's  it,  and  let  any  others  who  care  to,  listen  to  us 
form  the  outer  circle. 

I'll  say,  How  do  you  do  ?  each  one,  and.  Where  liave  you 
been  so  long  ?  Some  I  have  not  seen  for  ages — oh,  no !  I 
mean  some  lime ;  that  would  imply  we  are  old,  and  I  am 
sure  "  I  am  just  as  young  as  I  used  to  be,"  Now,  let  us 
call  the  roll  and  select  our  chums  for  a  walk  on  the  Avenue. 
Miss  Wadleigh  is  here,  and  is  to  be  our  guide  to-day.  Fie ! 
there  I  am  back  in  the  P.  F.  C. — and  oli,  how  dearly  I  love 
to  let  myself  wander  there  !  But  on  turning  suddenly,  I  see 
I  am  here  in  Des  Moines.  Yes,  here  I  am,  and  here  I  live 
in  the  busy  capital  of  Iowa.  Lively  it  has  been,  for  this  is 
the  year  the  Legislature  is  in  session,  and  so  brings  to  Des 
Moines  all  its  members  and  some  of  their  families.  I  wish 
I  could  be  your  chaperon  over  to  our  lovely  Capitol,  and  let 
you  see  what  Iowa  has  done  in  building  this  grand  Slate 
House,  I  cannot  here  attempt  a  description,  but  will  say  it 
is  not  so  large,  yet  one  of  the  most  tastefully  and  elegantly 
finished  buildings  in  this  country,  Washington  and  Albany, 
N,  Y.,  capitol  buildings  not  excepted.  All  are  delighted  on 
seeing  it,  and  we  lake  greal  pride  and  honor  in  showing  it. 


Often  I  say  Des  Moines  is  just  as  dirty  as  Pittsburgh  was, 
for  so  much  soft  coal  is  used  here  for  healing  and  manufac- 
turing purposes,  and  consequendy  plenty  of  soot  and  smoke. 
We  have  not  the  foundries,  mills,  works  and  factories  like 
Pittsburgh ;  indeed,  very  i^^^  manufacturing  industries  are 
supported  here.  Mud  is  their  best  resource.  Shame,  too, 
for  a  city  of  44,000,  but  such  is  the  case.  Only  a  few  of  the 
streets  are  paved,  and  those  not  kepi  in  the  order  ihey 
should  be.  The  following  brief  effusion  froin  a  late  issue  ol 
a  daily  paper  is  headed, 

"a  touching  appeal. 
"  When  the  slop  ,in(l  the  shish 
O'er  your  gaiter  lops  gush. 
And  your  rubber  is  lost  in  the 

Botlomles.s  mud ; 
When  you're  spattered  and  smenreil, 
And  at  la.si  wildly  jeered 
As  you  slip  and  come  down 

Wilh  3  sickening  thud, 
"  You'll  agree  with  ns  then 
'Tis  a  shame  and  a  pity 
Those  horrible  men 

Don't  clean  up  the  cjly." 

Des  Moines  is  a  most  delightful  place  socially.  This  last 
winter  I  had  a  young  lady  cousin  from  Washington,  D.  C, 
visiting  me,  and  slie  can  vouch  for  its  gaiety.  I  still  have 
hopes  of  offering  strong  enough  inducements  to  some  ol 
my  dear  college  friends  to  come  and  see  how  we  live. 

While  East  a  year  ago  last  February  I  had  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  a  number  of  the  girls,  and  also,  in  company  with 
Mary  Noble  and  little  daughter,  Jennie  Wighlman  and  Mr, 
Hain,  m;ide  a  short  visit  to  the  College,  and  there  were 
most  cordially  greeted  by  Miss  Pelletreau.  We  expect  to 
make  another  short  visit  in  May  this  year,  and  hope  to  see 
more  of  those  connected  with  the  College  than  we  did  be- 
fore. 

You  may  wonder  what  I  know  of  the  other  girls.  Mame 
Patterson  Greene  is  now  living  in  Southern  California  on  a 
fruit  farm,  having  gone  there  for  her  husband's  health,  which 
is  greatly  improved.  I  hope  she  may  herself  write  a  word 
to  the  Recorder.  Her  cousin.  Lizzie  Ivins,  brought  me  a 
bundle  of  news  about  the  girls  and  College.  She  had  been 
visiting  in  Pittsburgh  the  past  winter,  her  sister  living  near 
there.  Among  the  faces  I  see  here,  and  know  well,  is  Mrs, 
Berryhill  (Miss  Slagle),  who  some  of  you  will  remember  in 
connection  with  the  P.  F.  C.  At  her  home  last  summer  I 
had  a  pleasant  surprise  in  meeting  unexpectedly  Minnie 
Mohr ;  she  was  only  Iiere  a  few  days  These  are  the  only 
persons  here  I  know  that  the  girls  will  be  interested  in.  I  do 
hope  that  more  of  the  class  will  respond  this  year,  and  that 
my  selfish  wish  to  hear  from  the  girls  of  '74  and  '75  will  be 
gratified, 

I  send  greetings  to  tlie  Alumnae  Association,  and  sincere 
wishes  to  our  dear  Alma  Mater  that  the  coming  year  may 
be  one  of  its  brightest.  Affection  a  lely,  I  am,  your  sister 
graduate.  Mayrie  Clever  Hain. 


Dear  Classmates  :  Last  year  we  were  informed  by  the 
Recorder  that  not  a  voice  from  'S3  had  so  much  as  sent  a 
greeting  through  its  columns.  I  wonder  how  many  of  us 
have  determined  ihat  there  shall  be  no  necessity  for  a  repe- 
tition of  thai  statement  this  year  ?     Surely  more  than  one 
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of  tlie  [en  will  make  some  effort  to  prevent  tliis.  If  all 
should  be  of  llie  same  mind  about  it,  what  a  record  would 
he  ours  this  lime !  And  how  doubly  enjoyable  llie  Alumn.e 
RecordF-K  would  be  to  us,  as  containing  so  much  class 
news. 

It  is  a  pity,  though,  that  we  should  have  to  depend  so  en- 
tirely on  that  to  know  of  one  another.  To  be  sure,  we  were 
all  informed,  at  the  time,  of  the  removal  of  two  from  our 
immber  to  another  stale  —  the  state  of  matrimony.  And 
those  of  us  who  were  present  at  the  last  AlumUte  meeting 
were  |>leased  to  make  ihe  acquaintance  of  our  first  class 
niece.  Adaliiie  Spencer.  Further  than  ihat,  who  knows 
what  tidings  of  joy,  surprise,  or  sorrow  may  come  to  us  at 
the  next  meeting  in  June,  or  through  our  dear  Recorder? 

I  fear  we  all  considered  our  school  work  finished  when 
our  graduating  essays  had  been  written  and  read ;  but  how 
soon  our  mistake  was  made  evident  by  the  appearance  of 
those  little  "requests  for  contributions,"  which  have  come 
forth  as  regularly  as  "  the  flowers  that  bloom  in  the  spring," 
I  hope  the  a[)peal  has  met  with  a  hearty  response  fi^om  die 
i(.-]i  lii  'R3  this  tiiiie.  Interesting  letters  and  profound  essays 
I  leave  to  you,  belter  writers,  who  have  more  lime  and 
talent. 

A  lo\ing  greeting  to  the  Alumnfe,  especially  to  those  of 
'S3,  ;md  a  cordial  welcome  to  the  class  of  '86.  H, 


May  4,  1SS6. 
Dear  Recorder  :  A  short  time  ago  I  received  your 
yearly  appeal  to  write  "something,  anything,  good  or  bad, 
to  help  fill  up  the  paper.''  Such  large  license  is  truly  de- 
lightful but  bewildering,  and  I  look  further  for  some  more 
definite  suggeslion.  I  find  that  each  Alumna  is  advised  to 
write  upon  her  specialty — Chemistry,  Art,  Music — whatever 
it  may  be.  Vainly  I  search  for  mine,  and  I  am  forced  at 
last  to  confess,  with  Simple  Simon,  that  indeed  "  I  have  not 
any."  As  for  Chemistry,  I  think,  perhaps,  I  would  recog- 
nize the  smell  of  "Hydrogen  Sulphide."  In  Art  I  can  dis- 
tinguish between  a  tin-type  and  a  chromo.  In  Music  I  soar 
a  little  higher,  and  would  never  think  of  confounding  the 
"Moonlight  Sonata"  with  the  less  classical  but  equally 
sentimental  "  Titwillow."  Hut  there  was  one  study,  an 
"elective,"  that  I  enjoyed  at  school,  and  that  I  iiave  kept  up 
ever  since,  the  study  of  character.  It  is  a  charming  pursuit, 
interesting,  inexhaustible.  The  materials  for  it  are  always 
at  hand  ;  you  need  no  books,  no  apparatus  of  any  sort. 
You  can  do  your  most  profound  studying  in  a  noisy  street 
or  in  a  crowded  railroad  car.  How  many  wearisome  jour- 
neys have  been  enlivened  by  watching  the  pretty  girl  in  die 
front  seat,  or  the  fat  old  lady  with  the  numerous  bundles,  or 
the  very  young  couple  opposite  to  you?  You  can  make  a 
pretty  good  guess  at  your  fellow-traveler's  character  and 
position  in  society,  though  he  should  sit  in  perfect  silence 
from  the  beginning  of  the  day  to  the  end  of  it.  People 
cannot  help  revealing  themselves ;  they  do  it  in  their  walk, 
their  dress,  their  gestures,  as  much  as  by  anything  they  do 
or  say.  Everything  is  cliarafleristic.  I  begin  to  ha\e  some 
faith  in  phrenology,  more  still  in  physiognomy,  and  even  a 
little  bit  in  palmistry  and  graphology.  Some  day  I  will 
please  my  enemies,  and  enrage  my  friends,  by  writing  a 
book,  and  the  name  of  it  shall  be,  "  Cogitata  el  Visa"  and 
the  subject  fif  you  have  read  "  Alive  in  Wonderland  "  you 


know  that  the  name  and  the  subjefl  are  by  no  means  one 
and  the  same  ihingX  shall  be  the  people  I  have  met  and 
pondered  over.  Believe  me,  there  are  just  as  many  strange 
types  and  various  characters  now  as  in  the  days  of  Chaucer, 
Shakespeare,  or  Moliere.  The  study  of  them  need  not  be 
in  any  evil  sense  a  chassc  iin  caraclcrc.  If  we  laugh  at  the 
vagaries  of  one,  we  can  surely  admire  the-heroism  of  an- 
other. Who  does  not  reverence  the  man  of  few  words  but 
lofty  thoughts,  who  overcomes  obstacles,  ignores  rebuflls, 
and  by  .sheer  determination  conquers  in  the  end  ?  And 
then  that  woman,  unselfishness  personified,  who  carries 
everybody's  burdens,  whose  sympathies  go  out  to  the  ends 
of  the  earth,  and  whose  energy  never  fails,  do  we  not  all 
know  and  love  her?  There  are  many  such  noble  characters, 
anil  we  rejoice  in  lliem,  and  grow  more  hopeful  as  we  see  to 
what  heights  our  poor  human  nature  may  rise.  But  "  when 
enthusiasm  is  past  curiosity  begins."  We  caimot  always 
reverence  and  adore.  The  sham  woukl  be  too  great.  Now 
and  then  we  must  relax  a  litde  and  take  the  amusement  that 
may  be  found  in  watching  less  elevated  but  equally  inter- 
esting people.  There  is  an  endless  variety — the  geniuses 
who  ne\'er  do  anything,  but  live  all  their  lives  on  the  repu- 
tation they  might  have  made :  the  scholars  who  know  so 
much  that  any  original  idea  is  buried  under  a  momentum  of 
"  book-larnin  ";  the  saints  who  are  born  good  but  grievously 
tormented  with  aspirations  after  wickedness;  the  aristocrats, 
who  have  coals  of  arms,  family  portraits,  heirlooms,  every- 
thing but  ancestors;  the  patrons  of  intense  refinement  but 
uncertain  education,  who  would  not  for  worlds  bring  ihe 
objective  into  polite  society,  but  who  delicately  allude  to  the 
"  relations  existing  between  he  and  I."  Coming  down  from 
classes  to  individuals,  we  have  the  lavish  man,  who  squanders 
thousands  but  will  not  waste  a  single  match  ;  the  dyspeptic, 
whose  religious  views  depend  upon  his  dinner  ;  die  beauty, 
i  who  contents  herself  with  looking  unutterable  things,  and 
I  (if  I  may  be  pardoned  the  expression)  "  unthunk  thoughts  ;" 
the  popular  young  lady,  with  flexible  opinions,  adjustable 
sentiments,  and  a  pronounced  taste  for  Theological  students; 
the  ancient  beau,  descending  from  generation  to  generation, 
who,  like  a  Stradivarius,  only  gains  a  finer  polish,  a  sweeter 
tone,  with  age  :  the  old  maid,  who  makes  a  virtue  of  neces- 
sity, and  "  cannot  understanti  how  any  one  could  be  happy 
married  "  But  if  our  fellow- mortals  are  interesting  in  their 
"  habitual  moods  of  tiresomeness  and  vacancy,"  how  much 
more  so  in  their  amatory  experiences  and  matrimonial 
freaks.  For  instance,  die  lover  who  can't  believe  thai  you 
would  let  slip  such  a  golden  opportunity,  and  that  other 
more  modest  one,  who  apologizes  for  having  troubled  you. 
and  begs  that  the  whole  affair  shall  be  "without  prejudice." 
Then  the  different  kinds  of  flirts— the  quiet  flirt,  who  does 
it  all  with  her  eyes  ;  the  noisy  flirt,  who  makes  the  room 
resound  with  her  laughter  and  inanities;  the  innocent  flirt, 
who  plays  with  a  man  as  prettily  and  as  inslinctively  as  a 
kitten  does  with  a  ball  ;  the  pious  flirt,  who  begins  with  let- 
ters of  condolence  and  ends  with  assuring  her  victim  that 
she  prays  for  him  every  night,  and  that  her  heart  will  never 
be  at  rest  until  he  joins  the  Church.  A  most  amusing  speci- 
man  is  the  lonely  widower,  the  modern  "Coelebs  in  search 
of  a  wife,"  who  has  learned  to  "fail,  yet  rejoice,"  and 
scarcely  receives  his  conge  from  one  damsel  before  he  falls 
prone  at  the  feet  of  another  "  not  impossible  she."     He  be- 
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lieves  with  the  wife  of  Bath,  that  God  meant  men  to  marry.  I 
Such  as  these  go  to  make  up  the  infinite  variety  of  human  i 
kind.     ■'  I  have  them  on  my  list,"  and  "  they'd  everyone  be  j 
missed."     !  give  thanks  every  day  that  all  men  are  not  equal,  | 
that  we  have  not  only  the  primary  divisions  of  good  and  ] 
bad,  but  multitudinous  shades  and  variations,  strange  mix-  ', 
tures,  unexpected,  indescribable;  in  short,  all  the  kaleido-  | 
scope  of  character.     Think  how  monotonous  it  would  be  if  j 
all  men   were  brave   and  all  women  virtuous,  or  even  vice  i 
versa.     You  don't  want  every   flower  to  be  a  facque.     For  ; 
botanical  purposes  that   would  be  tiresome  in  the  extreme.  \ 
If  we  are  analyzing,  we  must  have  some  violets,  some  daisies,  ■ 
yes,    even  some  thistles  and  deadly   nightshade.     And  so  , 
with  people,  we   want  some  saints  and  heroes  to  show  us  j 
what  this  mortal  life  might  be  ;  we  want,  just  as  much,  some 
frailer,  faultier  creatures,    like  ourselves.     There  arc  plenty 
of  them,  each  witli  his  "ruling  passion,"  each  with  his  own 
peculiar  combination  of  virtues  and  vices.     Observe,  com- 
pare, analyze,  study  character  as  you  used  to  study  chem- 
istry, and  you  will  soon  acknowledge  that  it  is  very  pleasant 
to  be  like  me.  A  Looker  on  in  Venjce. 


Dear  Miss  Editor:  I  have  waited  thus  long  before 
answering  your  plaintive  request  for  "something  for  the 
pages  of  the  Alumn.e  Recorder,"  in  hope  of  finding  time 
to  summon  wits  to  work  to  grant  it.  But  when  I  tell  you 
that  "  bairnes  three "  have  been  given  me,  you  will  not 
think  it  strange  that  I  am  at  my  wit's  end  most  of  the  time 
in  keeping  my  little  kindergarten  in  proper  training,  and 
have  few  leisure  moments  for  literary  effort-  In  the  few- 
leisure  minutes  I  have  at  command,  I  want  to  put  in  a  plea 
for  the  young  motlurs  of  the  Alumnie  Association,  whom 
the  Recorder,  through  its  editors,  has  been  pleased  to 
gently  reprimand  for  negligence  in  writing  for  its  columns 
"(Should  I  say  Us,  in  speaking  of  the  noted  Recorder?  I 
dare  not  say  his.) 

My  dear  girls,  we  matrons  (hm)  are  all  as  much  interested 
in  college  affairs  as  you,  and  perhaps  more,  when  consider- 
ing the  future  education  of  our  daughters.  But  when  heart 
aiid  hand  and  brain  are  kept  busily  at  work  by  and  for  the 
little  ones,  through  all  day  and  often  half  the  night,  one  may 
be  pardoned  if  so  stupid  in  the  resting  evening  hour,  when 
"the  wee'uns  are  in  their  bed,"  as  to  fall  asleep  over  even 
ihe  exciting  "  Tale  of  Two  Cities,"  as  did  one  member  of 
your  honored  Association,  not  long  since.  Don't  say, 
'■  What  a  dreadful  family  she  must  have,"  but  ask  the  other 
mothers  if  this  is  not  a  common  experience,  and  then  you 
will  surely  forgive  our  seeming  neglect  and  want  of  interest. 

Please  remember,  also,  that  our  engrossing  interest  in 
'■  baby's  new  tooth,"  and  rejoicing  over  its  appearance,  arc 
not  ail  caused  by  idle  admiration  of  the  gleaming  ivory,  but 
by  cessation  of  many  hours  of  toil  when  we  fain  would  have 
slept,  but  were  compelled  to  pace  the  floor  in  airy  costume, 
keeping  time  with  the  "  inarch,  march  in  constant  throb' 
of  the  tooth  through  hard,  swollen  gums,  until  the  last  bar- 
rier-skin was  reached  and  passed,  the  nervous  tension  re- 
lieved, and  child  and  mother  released  to  rest.  Even  now  I 
hear  a  murmur  from  two  coming  in  double  file  in  a  certain 
little  mouth,  and  must  hasten  away  lest  they  are  persuaded 
I  have  deserted  them. 

Dearly  would  I  love  to  be  at  the  annual  gathering,  and 
greet  old  friends  again;  but  as  wishes  canno!  be  horses.  I 
cannot  ride  to  College  Hill,  but  must  be  content  to  stay  at 
home,  with  "Mother  Goose"  for  my  text-book,  and  pen 
my  best  wishes  to  you  all  for  a  pleasant  reunion. 

An  Old  Gradu.^te. 

Mt.  Pleasant,  Ohio,  May  6,  1886. 

Dear  Girls:  I  was  much  pleased  last  year  to  find  the 
All'mn.e  Recorder  growing  in  size  and  containing  mes- 
sages from  more  of  the  girls.  Long  may  this  welcome 
yearly  visitor  live  and  prosper  ! 

The  last   year   has   brought    me  more 


intercourse    with 


P.  F.  C.  friends  than  I  have  had  for  some  time.  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  a  visit  from  Mary  (Wightman)  Noble  and  her 
sweet  little  daughter  Mary,  and  of  calling  upon  Nettie 
(Jamison)  Vincent  and  of  seeing  for  the  first  time  her  bright 
boy  and  interesting  girl.  Through  friends  I  have  heard  from 
Carrie  Jenks,  now  a  much-beloved  teacher  in  the  Washing- 
ton Female  Seminary.  In  conversation  with  a  lady  whom  i 
met  last  summer  in  Atchison,  Kansas,  something  was  said  of 
Pittsburgh.  The  "  College  on  the  Hill "  being  to  me  the 
hub  of  that  city.  I  of  course  spoke  of  my  Alma  Mater. 
Imagine  my  surprise  and  joy  when  she  told  me  she  had 
taught  at  the  College  two  years  since  I  was  there.  After 
that  Miss  Steele  and  I  lacked  not  for  a  topic  of  conversa- 
tion. 

Girls  of  '75,  why  is  it. we  hear  from  only  a  few  of  our 
large  class  through  the  Recorder?  Be  silent  no  longer, 
but  let  sixteen  noble  voices  speak  through  its  pages  next 
year. 

I  trust  that  this  year's  Alumnje  meeting  may  be  one  of 
unusual  interest.  If  I  am  "absent  in  body,"  1  shall  be 
"present  in  spirit."  With  loving  greetings  to  Miss  Pelle- 
treau  and  each  member  of  the  Alumnte,  \  am,  yours  lov- 
ingly, Lafie  C.  Reid. 

Class j>/  'js- 

Were  a  calamity  similar  to  that  which  befell  our  fore- 
fathers at  the  erection  of  tlie  Tower  of  Babel,  to  sweep  over 
us  at  the  present  time,  who  can  say  Uut  that  the  dismay  en- 
suing, though  differing  widely  in  character,  would  have  just 
as  tremendous  results,  whether  for  good  or  evil,  only  divine 
intelligence  can  foresee.  Capitalists,  laborers,  socialists. 
could  then  only  shake  their  heads  at  one  another;  compro- 
mises, which  consist  mainly  of  "words,  idle  words,"  would 
be  in  vain,  and  the  mob  which  swayed  and  moved  atthe 
poisoned  utterance  oC  a  demagogue's  tongue  would  find 
themselves  adrift  on  a  broken  reed.  But  it  would  take  an 
imagination  large  as  the  world  to  picture  the  changes,  and 
words,  that  would  fill  more  volumes  than  the  published  de- 
bates of  Congress  to  describe  them  So,  although  a  woman, 
and  therefore,  as  men  of  the  "little  tin  god  type  "  would 
say,  one  upon  whom  this  blight  would  fall  the  most  heavily. 
I  forbear  to  enter  into  competition  with  our  most  excellent 
law-givers,  whose  flowering  periods  are  of  such  lasting  ben- 
fit  to  their  country,  and  have  my  say  only  with  woman,  who, 
in  her  more  limited  sphere,  is  regarded,  Irom  a  masculine 
standpoint,  as  iiopelessly  addicted  to  the  use  of  words, 
irrespective  of  ideas  and  sometimes  of  common  sense.  Ad- 
mitting this  latter  accusation  for  the  sake  of  argument,  it  is 
quite  possible  to  see  a  gleam  of  good  glancing  through  it ; 
for  does  not  Jean  Paul  Richter  encouragingly  remark  : 
"The  regular,  endless,  unceasing  beat  of  the  feminine  tongue 
is  to  assist  in  agitating  and  stirring  up  the  atmosphere,  which 
would  otherwise  become  putrescent."  Unflattering  though 
this  may  be  at  first  sight,  we  still  have  the  cheering  thought 
before  us  that,  atmospherically  at  least,  the  world  is  better  off 
with  than  without  a  woman's  tongue.  "  Why  do  women 
talk  so  much?"  a  newspaper  editor  writes.  Answers  to 
questions  of  this  character  were  not  included  in  the  curricu- 
lum of  the  Pennsylvania  College,  so  I  acknowledge  my  ina- 
bility to  answer  the  inquiry,  but  would  simply  mention  that 
where  a  woman  has  a  limited  field  in  which  to  display  her 
conversational  powers,  an  editor  is  only  content  when  he  has 
made  himself  heard  from  one  end  of  the  world  to  the  other. 
But,  in  point  of  faif^,  my  quarrel  is  not  with  the  men,  but 
with  the  women  ;  and  not  as  to  the  amount  of  talking  they 
I  do,  but  as  to  its  distribution.  For  instance,  in  the  case  of  a 
'  lady's  business  meeting,  recall  the  lively  hum  of  busy 
i  tongues  which  precedes  the  calling  to  order,  and  the  solemn 
silence  which  succeeds  the  opening.  The  chairman  calls  for 
remarks  or  views  upon  certain  subjects,  but  all  in  vain.  The 
words  which  flowed  in  unceasing  streams  a  moment  before 
are  wanting  now,  and  the  proverbial  modesty  in  which  wo- 
man is  clothed,  draws  its  drapery  closer  than  ever.  The 
discouraged    chairman,    sustained,  perhaps,  by  a  few  more 
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courageous  souls,  finally  concludes  llie  business  and  closes 
the  meeting.  Quick  as  a  flash  the  scene  changes.  Anima- 
tion succeeds  listlessiiess,  or  to  speak  more  leniently,  interest 
liabited  in  that  guise,  and  the  sound  of  many  voice.^.  mo- 
mentarily checked  by  a  vain  effort  to  give  form  and  color  to 
the  discussion  of  a  simple  subject,  breaks  the  oppressive 
stillness  of  the  previous  hour.  Possibly  the  projectors  of 
the  meeting  escape  censure  and  criticism,  but  more  probably 
the  measures  instigated  and  carried  by  them  without  ap- 
]jarent  opposition  are  discussed  and  disparaged,  ns  though 
the  meeting  liad  not  yielded  the  responsibility  voluntarily 
and,  in  appearance  at  least,  washed  their  hands  of  it. 

This  instance,  as  applicable  to  the  meetings  of  our  Alumnae 
Association,  is  perhajjs  a  little  extreme,  but  a  very  little. 
For  we  can  easily  recall  the  many  times  when  a  full  and  free 
discussion  of  various  subjects  would  have  increased  the 
pleasure  of  all,  as  well  as  relieved  the  President  of  much 
embarrassment  on  more  than  one  occasion.  It  is,  perhaps, 
more  difficult  to  express  one's  views  before  a  few  dozen 
women  than  before  one  or  two;  but  in  most  cases  it  is  a 
niL-re  matter  of  will,  and  as  the  majority  of  women  po.ssess  a 
fund  and  flow  of  words,  it  is  only  necessary  to  direct  them 
in  the  proper  channels,  with  the  ordinary  discretion  a 
woman's  wit  renders  so  easy,  and 


The 

thread 

s  spun, 

The 

prize  is 

The 

work  is 

done." 

EXTRACTS. 

We  have  obtained  the  following  extraift  from  a  letter  to 
Miss  Pelletreau,  written  May  24th,  Ijy  Mrs.  Wheat,  mother 
of  Madame  Rolla. 

"  From  a  letter  received  tliis  last  week  from  Paler- 
mo, Sicily,  where  she  (Madame  Rolla)  has  been  sing- 
ing Norma  and  other  operas  successfully,  she  gives  us 
an  account  of  an  ovation  given  her  on  Easter  day  at 
her  home  in  that  place,  consisting  of  flowers  and 
gifts  of  great  value,  which  is  a  custom  of  that 
country.  Her  success,  both  in  Moscow,  Russia  and  in 
Sicily,  for  a  debutant,  is  unparalled.  She  will  not 
come  to  this  country  this  year,  wishing  again  to  sing  [ 
in  Russia  or  at  Madrid  this  coming  winter.  She  is  at  [ 
present  in  Rome,  or  was  to  have  been  the  21st.  inst,, 
making  arrangements  for  a  lovely  engagement  at 
Fabrisco,  a  charming  town  half  way  between  Rome 
and  P'lorence.  The  large  houses  of  the  important 
cities  are  now  closed,  but  her  desire  to  improve  is  so 
great  that  she  will  not  rest  for  the  summer,  but  takes 
advantage  of  some  pleasure  resort  for  the  rest  and  '. 
experience."  I 

We  have  failed  to  receive  a  direct  communication  from  . 
Miss  Annie  Davis,  class  of  '74,  who  has  for  some  time 
been  laboring  as  a  missionary  in  Japan.  However,  through  ' 
the  kindness  of  her  lather.  Mr.  R.  S.  Davis,  we  have  been  ; 
furnished  with  some  extracts  from  letters  which,  we  are  sure,  | 
will  prove  interesting  to  the  Alumna-.  ; 

28  Nak.-\  Roku  Bancho,  Tokiyo,  I 
January  6,  1886.  , 

We  have  had  bright  weather  the  greater  part  of  the 
winter,  and  a  very   enjoyable   Christmas  season.     For  1 
several    weeks    before   the    girls    were    busy  in    their  . 


spare  moments  making  preparation.  We  took  a  reg- 
ular Christmas  service,  and  had  them  commit  the  rec- 
itations and  learn  part  of  the  English  hymns  ;  then, 
those  who  do  not  know  English  learned  the  same  af- 
ter it  had  been  translated  into  Japanese  hymns.  The 
girls  had  been  formed  into  committees  ;  some  helped 
Miss  Milliken,  who  had  a  tree  ornamented  with  strings 
of  popped  corn,  little  candy  bags  and  presents  for  the 
children  in  the  kindergarten  ;  some  helped  me  to  drill 
the  younger  ones  in  the  singing,  and  all  helped  in  the 
cleaning  and  decorating  of  the  school-room  the  day 
before,  so  with  many  hands  we  had  light  work  and  no 
interference  w  ith  study.  The  industrial  class  which 
Mrs.  True  has  started  since  coming  back  and  the  kin- 
dergarten, are  in  another  building — a  Japanese  house 
on  the  lot  that  has  been  bought  for  us  recently,  and  of 
which,  perhaps,  Mrs.  True  had  something  to  say  when 
home.  The  yard  needs  gravel  or  .something  to  make 
it  passable  in  wet  weather,  and  as  it  started  in  to  rain 
very  hard  the  day  before,  it  looked  as  if  the  parents 
and  friends  of  our  little  kindergartners  would  have  a 
hard  time  of  it.  It  poured  and  blew  till  we  began  to 
think  our  Christmas  celebration  would  not  be  attended 
at  all  in  proportion  to  our  hopes,  for  we  alwa3's  de- 
sign to  have  it  a  time  when  good  impressions  shall  be 
made  on  friends  of  the  pupils  whom  we  have  little 
chance  of  seeing  at  other  times.  The  girls  were  quite 
anxious,  but  they  prayed  for  a  nice  Christmas  day, 
and  much  to  the  delight  of  all  of  us.  the  sun  shone 
out  clear  and  bright  in  the  morning  though  it  had 
rained  all  the  night  through.  It  was  a  perfect  day, 
and  we  enjoyed  it  all  the  more  from  having  Miss  Edna 
Cole,  on  her  way  to  Siam.  with  us.  She  had  been 
here  a  few  days  previous  to  that  and  the  girls  had  ta- 
ken a  great  fancy  to  her,  so  she  was  included  in  the 
Christmas  gifts  which  were  slipped  very  stealthily  into 
our  rooms  early  in  the  morning— for  each  of  us  a  little 
w'hite  pine  box,  tied  up  in  the  beautifully  neat  way  the 
Japanese  do  up  presents — and  inside  a  doll  all  dressed 
in  dainty  crepe  garments.  Perhaps  you  may  see  one  of 
those  very  dolls,  for  I  want  to  take  mine  home  with  me 
along  with  other  pretty  little  things  received  from 
time  to  time.  All  the  visitors,  those  who  came  in  the 
morning  to  see  the  little  ones  and  those  who  came  in 
the  afternoon,  seemed  very  favorably  impressed  with 
all  they  saw  and  heard,  and  wc  feel  that  our  labor  was 

not  lost.  

April  19,  1886. 
Various  things  have  come  along  since  last  I  wrote. 
One  was  a  picnic  with  the  girls  to  see  t!ie  flowers  at 
Makojima,  and  another  was  a  visit  from  Miss  Cort, 
Miss  Small  and  Miss  Henderson  on  their  way  to  Siam. 
The  picnic  was  a  little  earl}',  but  was  intended  to  take 
the  place  of  an  Easter  vacation  as  far  as  possible. 
After  the  visit  to  Makojima  of  the  week  before,  I  was; 
not  anxious  to  go  again,  but  this  expedition  did  not 
ha\'c  Makojima  as  the    main  attraction,  but  only  as  a 
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side  show,  so  to  speak.  So.  being  persuaded,  I  thought 
I  could  stand  it.  especially  as  the  day  was  lovely  and 
seemed  given  to  us  on  purpose  for  the  trip.  All  but 
one  or  two  who  were  not  well  went  from  both  houses. 
Miss  Milliken  as  well  as  day  scholars,  too  ;  old  and 
young^  down  to  Lejima's  baby.  We  walked  over  to 
Ushigomc.  where  we  took  two  big,  wide  fiat  boats, 
holding  nver  forty  apiece.  For  a  wonder,  it  was  a 
perfectly  calm  day,  as  we  have  been  having  so  much 
wind,  and  we  were  paddled,  or  sculled  rather,  out 
through  the  canals  and  on  to  the  Sumida  river  with- 
out anyone  getting  sick.  The  river  was  perfectly 
smooth,  and  all  enjoyed  the  ride.  We  had  newspa- 
pers, hymn  books  and  "sember"  (rice  flour  cakes), 
and  the  girls  had  their  knitting  and  crocheting.  Be- 
fore going  to  Makojima,  we  went  to  a  sand-bar  at  the 
mouth  of  the  river,  and  let  the  girls  out  to  dig  for  the 
little  baby  clams  or  "  shijimi  "—a  business  they  seemed 
to  enjoy  as  much  as  we  do  blackberrying  in  our  part 
of  thc^  world.  The  oysters  we  get  here  are  mostly 
dirty  litle  things,  though  there  are  big  ones— regular 
whale-s,  calculated  to  make  one  pause  and  meditate. 
before  being  cooked  they  have  to  be  washed  and 
washed  to  get  the  black  sand  off,  and  no  taste  is  left 
but  the  metallic  twang  from  the  filling  in  their  teeth. 
They  could  hardly  be  persuaded  to  stop  even  to  eat 
their  lunch  in  the  boat,  though  they  had  already  dug  \ 
up  more  than  enough  for  soup  for  the  whole  school. 
After  lunching  on  "  O  sushi  "  and  "O  chow,"  we  were 
poled  up  to  Makojima  where  we  could  not  land,  be- 
cause of  the  crowd  of  rude,  drunken  people.  Those 
on  the  bank  began,  some  of  them,  to  call  out  "  Yaso" 
(Jesus)  whenever  they  saw  foreigners,  and  to  make 
rude  speeches.  So  we  did  not  stop,  but  went  on  up 
the  river  to  the  other  end  of  a  place,  where  was  a  gar- 
den with  plenty  of  cherry  trees  and  a  less  number  of 
drunken  people,  though  even  there  we  could  only  stay 
a  short  time.  On  the  way  home,  we  stopped  at  Asa- 
kusa  to  allow  Dr.  K.,  who  was  with  us,  and  all  who 
wanted  to  go  to  the  temple,  which  is  near  the  river. 
We  got  home  tired,  but  quite  well  satisfied  with  the 
day. 

—Books  in  China  are  not  dear,  and  all  the  standard 
histories  and  school  books  are  very  cheap.  The  whole 
of  the  Confucian  classics  sell  from  thirty  cents  to  one 
dollar  and  fifty  cents,  according  to  the  quality  of  the 
paper,  while  the  Chinese  primer,  containing  i,o86 
characters,  sells  from  one  and  a  half  to  two  cents. 


— Prime  Minister  Gladstone,  upon  being  asked  how 
he  employed  his  mind  when  duty  compelled  him  to 
sit  on  the  bench  of  ministers  while  a  tory  was  deliver- 
ing himself  of  a  dull  three  hours'  harangue,  made  an- 
swer: "Last  evening,  when  Mr. was  speaking,  1 

turned   'Rock  of  Ages'  into  Greek,  and  had  half  an 
hour  to  spare." 


A  REUNION  POEM. 

Hail!  all  hail!  ihu  flctt  is  gathering, 

Signals  answer.  "  Pink  and  blue." 
O'er  the  billows  we^ilward  sailing. 

All  our  paths  converge  to-day ; 
'Tis  the  meeting,  pi  ace  long  ptoniiseil 

That  has  cheered  the  waste  of  sea. 
The  far  headland  that  has  'lured  iis. 

Our  "  Good  Hope"'  ihal  was  to  lie, 

Slill  they  come,  Ihe  wide  horizon 

Answers  newly,  "  Pink  and  blue," 
And  the  waves  that  drove  asunder 

Speed  us  on  our  common  way. 
Greeting  words  would  vainly  utter. 

Glowing  hearts  and  eyes  repeal, 
As,  like  happy  sea-birds  flocking, 

Moves  once  more  the  gathered  fleet. 

From  the  sunny  capeland,  standing 

Where  the  mingled  watere  break. 
Comes  a  murmur  and  a  fragrance. 

Bidding  memories  loud  awake. 
And  the  vision,  oft  recurring. 

Fills  us  with  lis  old  delighl. 
As  the  shore  we  see  belore  us 

Blends  with  one  that  passed  frum  sight. 

Once  again  the  sheltering  haven, 

Loving  eyes  that  lingering  bless, 
Spreading  sail  and  heaving  anchor. 

Throbbing  hearts  that  onward  pre-^s. 
Once  again  the  sea  before  us, 

Wrapped  in  golden  mystery. 
With  its  far  faint  wavelets  breaking 

Where  the  simset  portals  be. 

In  our  heails,  the  wild  pulsations 

Thrill  with  murmurs  from  the  main. 
As  our  vessels,  Ireasure-laden, 

Wend  their  various  ways  again. 
Ever  onward,  hopeward  sailing. 

Pennons  floating.  Pink  and  lilue, 
Each  to  learn  the  colors'  meaning, 

And  the  secrets  of  the  sea. 

'    Niglit  has  brooded,  storms  have  risen. 
Hut  the  eyes  that  never  sleep. 

Like  the  constant  stars  have  guarded. 
Shown  us  wondei^  in  the  de.-p 

Slill  in  sunshine  and  in  shadow 
We  have  sailed  the  waters  o'er. 

Scattering  'mid  the  isles  of  ocean, 


As  V 


richin 


Gathering  for  ou 

Gems  of  truth  or  fancy  bright. 
Trophy  pearls  from  mounted  billow, 

(ilittering  thought  fiom  glacier  height ; 
Till  we  meet  to-day  in  gladness. 

Grateful  for  each  p.ist  escape, 
With  the  light  of  hope  about  us, 

And  together  round  the  cape. 

Not  for  us  to  fondly  linger. 

Freshly  now  the  breezes  blow, 
Menior)''s  visions  break  and  vanish. 

Onward  ever  must  we  go. 
Still  the  ocean  rolU  before  us, 

-Still  the  golden  sunset  gales 
Fling  their  radiance  o'er  the  waters, 

And  the  sea  before  us  wails. 

Fondly  greeting,  bravely  parting, 

As  once  more  our  ways  divide. 
Still  our  ihrohbiug  hearts  shall  bind  us. 

Echoed  by  the  throbbing  tide. 
Still  our  vessels  onward  steering. 

Spreading  all  their  pinions  white. 
Drift  thro'  calm  and  speed  thro'  tempest. 

Onward  to  the  land  of  light. 

Guarded  ever  in  our  going, 

By  ihe  love  that  o'er  us  waits. 
Entering  with  our  garnered 

Thro"  the  gcldeu  city's  gales. 
There  at  last  the  bliss  of  meeting 

Will  abide  eternally. 
And  Ihe  happy  fleet  be  gathered 

Where  "there  shall  be  no  mor 


ALUMNA  RECORDER. 


;Glegi.nin^^^ 


>5 


—Among  the  languages  of  civilized  nations,  Eng- 
lish is  the  most  widely  spread. 

—George  Bancroft,  the  historian,  is  the  senior  living 
doctor  of  laws  of  Harvard  College. 

—The  last  representative  of  Oliver  Cromwell  was 
his  great-great-grandson,  who  died  in  1821. 

— Wilkie  Collins  is  not  a  very  rapid  worker,  and  sel- 
dom writes  more  than  ten  pages  of  manuscript  a  day. 
— A  bore,  meeting    Douglas  Jerrold,  said  ;   "  Well, 
what's  going  on  to-day  .'"    "  I  am  !"  exclaimed  Jerrold, 
darting  past  the  intruder. 

— The  thoughtful,  cast-iron  essays  of  John  Foster 
were  originally  written  as  love  epistles  to  the  lady 
»ho  afterward  became  his  wife. 

— Pliney  tells  us  that  the  "  Iliad  "  was  once  copied 
in  so  small  a  hand  that  the  whole  of  the  twenty-four 
books  were  shut  up  in  a  nut  shell. 

—George  Eliot  was  an  accomplished  linguist,  a  bril- 
liant talker,  a  musician  of  extraordinary  .skill  ;  but  in  1 
her  appearance  there  was  nothing  whatever  to  attract 
admiration. 

— When  John  Dryden  was  congratulated  on  the 
brilliancy  of  his  famous  "  Ode  on  St.  Cecilia's  Day," 
he  replied  :  "  You  are  right  ;  a  nobler  ode  was  never 
produced,  and  never  will  be." 

—Wendell  Phillips  once  said  that  there  are  two 
kinds  of  education  ;  there  is  the  education  of  Harvard 
and  Vale,  and  there  is  the  education  of  the  New  York 
Tribune  and  the  New  York  Post. 

\ 
— Hryant  was  born  under  favoring  stars.    Adversity 
never  marred  his  peace  of  life  nor  soured  his  temper.  | 
He  began   his  life  with  every  advantage  enjoyed  by  i 
the  youth  of  that  time  ;  he  had  no  longjwaiting  before  j 
his   poems   were  recognized   as  the  best  that_had  yet 
been    written    in    America.       Whatever  enterprise  he 
touched,  after  he  moved  to  New  York,  was  crowned 
with  success. 

—There  is  but  one  cure  for  gossip,  and  that  is  cul- 
ture. Read,  study,  devote  yourself  to  art,  music  or 
some  other  useful  occupation — fill  your  mind  with 
other  ideas,  and  you  will  have  neither  time  nor  incli- 
nation for  discussing  your  neighbor's  affairs. 

— Tennyson  passes  most  of  his  days  at  Farringford, 
surrounded  by  the  lovely  and  romantic  scenery  for 
which  the  Isle  of  Wight  is  noted.  He  spends  on  an 
average  six  to  eight  hours  a  day  in  his  library  engaged 
in  literary  work.  Orders  are  always  given  that  he 
.shall  not  be  interrupted  except  for  most  momentous 
reasons,  and  he  never  is  ;  for  the  members  of  his  fam- 
ily and  his  servants  think  his  making  of  a  line  quite  as 
much  importance  as  the  creation  of  a  new  world — an 
opinion  which  it  is  needless  to  say  he  fully  shares. 


— Dieu  et  Mon  Droit  (God  and  my  right),  the  royal 
motto  of  England,  was  the  parole  of  the  day  gixen  by 
Richard  I,  of  England,  to  his  army  at  the  battle  of 
Gisors,  in  France,  September  20,  jigS,  when  the 
French  army  was  signally  defeated.  It  is  said  to  have 
been  first  assumed  as  a  motto  by  Henry  VI,  [422-1461. 
—One  of  the  best  known  of  all  Longfellow's  poems 
is  ■■  Excelsior."  The  word  happened  to  catch  his  eye 
late  one  autumn  evening,  in  184.,  in  a  torn  piece  of 
newspaper;  and  straightway  his  imagination  took  fire 
at  It.  Taking  the  first  piece  of  paper  at  hand,  which 
happened  to  be  the  back  of  a  letter  received  that  night 
[  from  Charles  Sumner.  Longfellow  crowded  it  with 
verses. 

'  —Jean  Ingelow  spends  much  of  her  time  in  visiting 
the  poor  of  London,  and  gives  a  dinner  three  times  a 
week  to  discharged  invalids  from  the  hospital,  and  to 

,    others  of  the  sick  and  disabled  in  want. 

\  —Bayard  Taylor,  at  nineteen,  borrowed  $140  and 
started  on  his  famous  travels,  which  extended  from 
1846  to  l8;4.  His  books  of  travel,  condensed  from 
the  record  of  nearly  thirtj-  years,  were  published  in 
eleven  volumes. 

—A  pleasant  stor)-  of  Ralph  Waldo  limerson  runs 
to  the  eflect  that,  when  Mr.  Emerson  was  traveling 
in  Europe  with  his  daughters,  they  met  an  Englishman 
who  did  all  in  his  power  to  make  it  pleasant  for  them, 
and  when  the  time  came  -for  their  separation,  said  ■ 
"  You  may  wonder,  sir,  at  my  having  over-stepped  my 
usual  reserve  so  far  as  to  become  so  intimate  with 
you  ;  but  it  is  for  the  sake  of  a  countryman  of  yours, 
one  bearing  the  same  name— Emerson— Ralph  Waldo 
Emerson.  He  has  Jone  me  much  good,  and  I  hope 
sometime  to  cro.ss  the  ocean  to  meet  him."  And  Mr. 
Emerson  ne\'er  told  him  it  was  he  himself  whom  he 
sought. 

—Endeavor  to  procure  good  periodical  literature: 
nothing  can  supply  the  place  of  this,  not  the  fullest 
collection  of  all  the  classics  of  literature.  These  de- 
pict some  mental  process,  some  period  or  some  event 
complete  and  consummated,  but  a  periodical  reflects 
the  ever-shifting  tints  of  the  present  hour  and  moment, 
with  their  rapid,  .subtle  variations.  It  enables  you 
somewhat  to  keep  up  with  the  great  and  ever  advanc- 
ing tide    of  modern    thought,  action,  invention,    and 


discovery.     When 


you  are  too  weary  or  lack  leisure 


to  read  a  profound  and  voluminous  work,  an  ably 
written  magazine  article  of  a  dozen  pages  will  at 
least  give  you  the  leading  points  of  some  interesting 
question  relative  to  art.  science,  history,  biography,  or 
travel.  Periodicals  hold  the  same  relation  to  .standard 
works  as  small  change  does  to  bank  notes.— as  small 
change  answers  our  purpose  better  than  bank  notes 
when  we  wish  to  make  little  purchases,  so  does  peri- 
odical literature  suit  us  better  than  standard  works, 
when  we  have  but  brief  intervals  of  leisure  for  reading. 
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For  ROSE  and  Beautiful  CUT  FLOWERS,  or  FLORAL 

DECORATIONS,  in  the  Latest  Styles  and  Choicest 

Flowers,  call  upon  or  send  to 

JOHN  R.  &  A.  MURDOCH, 

FI.ORISTS. 
508    SMITHFIELD    STrtEET. 


1859 1886. 

W.  W.  WATTLES, 
Plamsonds,  Fin©  Wateli©® 

RICH    JEWELRY, 

30  mill   32    FIFTH    AVENUE,    I'lTTSBUKOH,  PA. 

Sei;  Mur  di^pliiy   of  Sterling  Silver  luiil   Fumy  PulUiy,  siiitulilo 
(or  wedding  presenU,  SECOND  FLOOK, 


MERITED  SUCCESS  IN  BUSINESS. 


xxie:   house:    of 


H.  KLEBER  &  BROTHER, 


No.  506   WOOD   STREET. 


Tlie  oldest  Music  House  in  Pittsburgh.  Having  been  upivurd  of  fifty  years  in  the  Music  business,  tbey  onjoy  llie  con Htloiicp  and  liigli- 
est  regard  of  all  with  whom  ihey  hnve  dealt  in  thoir  long  experience,  which  could  only  be  guined  by  fiiir  and  honorable  dealings  with  the 
public— the  policy  they  nlwnys  pur.-iio,  and  which  bus  so  fully  established  their  repulalion  in  the  music  wurld. 

They  claim  the  honor  of  having  flret  introduced  in  AVestern  Pennsylvania  the 

GREAT  STEINWAY  ^^  CHICKERING  PIANOS, 

the  leading  Planus  of  the  World,  and  which  t-i-dny  i^tund  hlghor  than  ev.-r  and  are  evon  more  perfect  ihau  ever.  They  are  fuelling 
also  very  fine  I'iiinn,  i,t  fn.rn  $;iOO  iipw.irds  and  warrant  all  their  g..r.(Is  for  eight  years,  embracing  the  well-known  EMMEHSON, 
GABLER,  HALLETT  &  CUMSTON  and  OPERA  PIANOS.  They  are  nlso  the  Snle  AgenU  for  thr  CELEBRATEB 
BURDETT   ORGANS.  


XUe    Matcliless    DECKKR   BROS., 

KNABE    &    CO.,    or    a 

SL'PERB    PISCHER    I'l-RIUHT    I>IA?«0, 


out    of  the   GREAT    EBTEV    COTXACiE, 
Slionlutcer   or   Sterling;   OrgraiiH, 
At   S.    HAMILTON'S, 
91  and  93  Finn  Avenue,  PittsburKli- 


0  nil  c 


I  LADIES',  MISSES'  AND  CHILDREN'S 

SHOES  #^  SLIPPERS. 


ALL    THE    LATEST    ST'VLES. 

SOLK    AI1B^T    KOIt 

E.C.BURT'S  FINE  SHOES 
H.  J.  KING, 

ii»iL (1HUKR8 sciuciTKii.  29    FIFTH    AVENUE. 


->*  OLIVER  M'CLINTOCK  &  CO.,*<- 

33    Fifth   Avenue.    -     -    Pittsburgh. 

Carpets,  *  Curtains  ^  and  4  Furniture. 

The  largest,  most  varied  and  artistic  display  in  all  departments  made  in 
this  market.  Everything  new  -and  unique  in  Household  Decoration  shown 
simultaneously  with  Eastern  dealers. 


Books! 

FASHIONABLE  STATIONERY, 

Wedding  ^  Card  Engraving. 

LAWN     TENNIS  ! 

S.  A.  CLARKE  &  CO., 

443  Wood  St. 


i'mi,^.%.I.MM:m.T,.i 


M.  &  S.Sweeney, 

No.  12  SIXTH  STREET. 


Bonnets,  Turbans  »  Round  Hats. 


MissKS  H.  &  E,  Walker, 


DRESS  ^  MAKING, 


614  Vem  Avenue,    -  -   PITTSEURSH,  PA. 


Second   Floor,   Room  No.  1.      Opposite  Home's. 


REYMER  &  BROS., 

—  MuQufaclDrers  of  — 

French  ^  American  Confectionery, 

CAMMELS,  SLiCE,  HOTS,  HODGiTS,  FOBDAOTS,  Jit. 
508  510  512  Wood  Street, 

PITTSBURGH,  PA. 


o<lT.  P.  BEDILL10N,I>* 
Watches,  # 

Diamonds 
^  4s  Jewelry, 

PITTSBURGH,    PA. 

53  Fifth,  ^ve.,  "mwoohi. 
Pine  Stationery  and  Engraving. 


J.  R.  WELDIN  &  CO., 

427  and  429  Wood  Street. 


MARCUS  "WARDS,  PIRIES  AND  CRANES, 

ELEGAMT  HOTE  PAPERS  IN  ALL  STYLES. 


CORRESPONDENCE  CARDS, 
VIBITING  CARDS, 

INITIAL  PAPERS, 

ILLUMINATED  PAPERS, 

CARD  PLATE  PRINTING. 

—  Special  fttlention  given  to  the  Eiigniving  of  — 

CRESTS, 

MONOGRAMS, 

INITIAL  LETTERS, 

ADDRESS  DIES. 


WM.  G.  JOHNSTON  &  CO., 

PRINTERS    AND 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

Cor.  Penn  Ave.  and  Ninth  St., 

PITTSBURGH,   PA. 


f.  >k  Co.,  03  Ninth  Streft. 


'C6o«<--o^ 


x*-" 


KUHN'S    CAFE, 
(piifectionery  tii^d  Cat criqg:  House 

®  IGE  CREAMS  ANB'  IGES,  s 

Croquettes.    Pate's.    Salads   and    Special    Dishes    of   all    kinds.  Novelties    In    Pastry. 

Fine    Chocolates   a   Specialty    in    our    Confectionery, 

W.  R.  Kuhn,  6202  Penn  Avenue,  E.  E.,  Pittsburgh. 

TELE-PHONE    158. 

tfOS.  HORNE  f  CO.'S  RETJim  STORES. 

-       LARGEST  STOCK  FOR  LADIES'  SPRING  AMD  SUMMER  WANTS, 

^ill^s,    Dress    Qoods,    pllinery,    Wraps,    f^Iosiery,    llnderWear. 


PROMPT  ATTENTION  TO  MAIL  ORDERS. 


Jos.  Home  &  Co.'s  Retail  Stores,  613-621  Penn  Ave.,  Pittsburgh. 


J.   H.   KEED, 


-ESTABLISHED     1847  - 


J.    R.    REED    &    CO. 

4:r^^)     Market     Street.  -  -      .         -  PITTST3U  ROH. 


DEALERS     IIM 


®  BiAffl0NDS,  Fine  VAtGHES,  Jewelry,  # 

STIRLING    SILVER,    PI.ATEn    WARE, 
.       liamonds    Set,    and    Jewelry   of  Every    Description    made   to    Order. 

FLOWERS  FOR  COMMENCEMENT. 

e-hoiasst      I^asksts,     I^ou-qusts     and!     SorsaQss 

OF  FINEST  ROSES,  AT  LOWEST  PRICES,  AT 

PATTERSOIM'S,    25    SIXTH    AVENUE, 

Opposite  Trinity  Churoli.  PITTSBXJRGHC. 


41  FIFTH  AVENUE,     ' 

Make  a  Specialty  of  Correct  Stylfis  in  Evening 
and  Full  Dress 

SyEDE  ANB  GLACE  KIB  GL0VES, 

SILK  GLOVE.S  AND  LACK  MITTS, 

ALL     LENGTHS.     UP     TO     THIRTY     BUTTONS. 


JOHN  W.  MORRISON, 


ENGRAVINGS,    ETCHINGS,    EASELS, 
MIRRORS  AND  FRAMES, 

10  Sixth  Street,       PITTSBURGH,  PA. 
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THE    PRESIDENT'S    ADDRESS. 
To  (he  members  of  (he  Alumna:  Associadon.  and  (o  (he  class 

of'Sj.  greedng  : 

It  is  once  more  our  pleasure  to  meet  togetlier  in  response 
to  the  invitation  of  our  sclioo!  motlier  to  renew  tlie  friend- 
ships of  the  past,  to  live  over  again  in  word,  and  for  a  few 
hours,  the  days  that  were,  as  we  call  to  mind  former  times ; 
to  greet  the  new  sisterhood  that  to-day  asks  admission  to 
our  organization,  and  to  plan  for  the  future  of  our  beloved 
college.  Our  faces  are  just  as  diverse  in  form  and  fe.iture 
as  they  were  years  ago,  our  lives  are  as  different,  our  homes 
as  widely  scattered,  and  yet  there  is  a  common  tie  that  binds 
lis  together — the  facft  that  we  are  the  daughters  of  one  school 
home.  Just  how  much  of  an  influence  that  has  on  our  hearts 
is  shown  by  the  kindling  eye  and  the  warm  hand  clasp  as 
friend  meets  friend,  or  as  we  of  the  older  t>irls  meet  and 
greet  our  younger  sisters.  We  have  come  home,  but  what 
changes  !  The  many  we  knew  are  only  represented  by  the 
few.  Some  are  not,  for  God  took  them,  others  by  reason  of 
the  remoteness  of  their  homes  are  unable  to  join  us  ;  but  all 
are  remembered,  and  many  are  the  inquiries  for  those  who 
cannot  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  the  day.  There  are  many 
vacant  chairs,  but  those  who  would  claim  them  if  living,  no 
doubt  are  thinking  of  us  to-day,  and  holding  heart  com- 
munion with  us. 

All  over  our  fair  land,  even  to  the  shores  of  the  Pacific, 
and  away  in  the  darkness  of  the  East  country,  are  scattered 
the  graduates  of  our  college.  They,  as  well  as  we  who  are 
iiere  to-day,  are  representatives  of  the  higher  education  of 
women,  and  for  the  future  of  our  college  we  can  ask  nothing 
better  llian  that  its  present  arrangements  for  woman's  edu- 
cation shall  be  carried  on  to  still  greater  perfection.  It  is 
one  of  the  favorable  signs  of  (he  times  that  the  necessity  for 
such  a  college  exists,  and  that  it  is  so  well  filled  with  those 
aspiring  to  higher  excellence  in  education,  that  its  present 
accommodations  are  insufficient.  It  is  only  in  modern  times 
tiiat  people  have  been  roused  to  acknowledge  the  necessity 
for  such  a  school. 

In  former  days  a  woman's  education  was  essentially  differ- 
ent from  a  man's.  She  was  supposed  to  form  the  orna- 
mental part  of  existence,  and  if  she  had  enough  of  what  were 
termed  the  accomplishments  to  be  sufficiently  entertaining 
to  the  sterner  sex,  her  education  was  considered  finished, 
and  with  this  end  in  view  she  was  sent  to  a  finishing  school. 

One  has  to  go  back  no  farther  than  to  the  poet  Milton  to 
find  a  gifted  man,  refusing  his  own  aspiring  daughters  an 
opportunity  to  study  Latin,  with  the  querulous  remark  that 
"  one  tongue  was  enough  for  a  woman."  Those  were  the 
days  M'hen  it  was  supposed  that  there  was  sex  in  mind,  that 
because  a  woman's  body  was  frail  her  mind  was  weak  ;  but 
the  later  generations  of  women  have  lived  down  that  idea, 
and  to  satisfy  and  educate  mind  as  hampered  by  false  ideas 
of  sex  is  one  of  the  living  thoughts  of  the  hour.  No  longer 
is  knowledge  kept  as  show-bread  for  the  priests  only,  but 
almost  all  colleges,  academies,  and  universities  throw  open 
wide  the  halls  of  learning  to  woman  that  she  may  enter  in, 
and  acquire  skill  in  the  use  of  the  weapons  with  which  she 
is  to  conquer  prejudice,  discover  and  take  possession  of  new 
fields  in  arl,  science  and  literature,  and  obtain  for  herself  and 
her  children  the  inheritance  of  quickened  intellect,  well  bal- 
anced mind  and  cultured  life.  Our  own  beloved  college  is 
one  of  these  fountains  from  which  issue  forth  streams  refresh- 
ing for  all  who  will  partake.  A  true  girls'  school,  a  womanly 
woman  at  its  head,  with  noble  helpers  in  the  work,  to  hold 
up  her  arms  when  they  weary,  the  true  home  spirit  pervad- 
ing it,  and  the  very  atmosphere  of  the  place  full  of  aspira- 
tions after  better  things. 

And  we  are  as  yet  only  in  the  dawning  of  the  new  day 
that  shall  be  full  of  opportunities,  possibilities,  and  realities 


of  the  work  for  which  woman  was  born,  for  which  only  edu- 
cation can  fit  her,  and  which  she  is  waiting  to  perform  as 
soon  as  the  guardians  of  the  portals  shall  stand  aside  and 
allow  her  to  enter  into  the  fields  of  real  activity  from  which 
she  has  so  long  been  debarred  by  the  false  ideas  entertained 
as  to  her  position  and  capabilities.  From  the  beginning 
there  seems  to  have  been  but  two  ideas  of  the  position  of 
woman,  that  she  was  a  drudge  or  a  toy,  either  idea  being 
accepted  as  became  the  civilization  and  social  condition  of 
the  time  or  place,  and  we  have  frequent  reference  to  the  fact 
that  she  was  created  for  a  help  meet  for  man,  so  much  stress 
being  placed  on  the  idea  of  the  help  she  was  to  bring  him  that 
the  fact  that  the  help  was  to  be  meet  or  suitable  for  him  was 
almost  lost  sight  of.  As  civilization  has  brought  culture,  and 
Christianity  the  broad  flood  of  religious  light  and  privilege, 
the  position  of  woman  has  advanced  until  to-day  she  is  an 
acknowledged  power  in  social,  moral,  political,  and  religious 
life.  And  for  the  future— who  shall  lift  the  veil  and  tell  us 
of  the  pospibilitiei,  that  await  her  untiring  energy,  her  un- 
flagging zeal,  her  inventive  power,  her  ambition,  her  activi- 
ties in  every  good  work?  The  key  that  shall  unlock  the 
mysteries  of  the  future  for  the  women  of  our  land  is  educa- 
tion. She  must  be  educated  herself  to  fit  her  to  fill  well  the 
high  position  awaiting  her,  and  the  world  must  be  educated 
up  10  a  point  where  it  will  view  woman's  work  without  prej- 
udice, and  will  accord  her  sympathy  and  God  speed  in  her 
every  effort  to  come  up  higher.  It  lias  taken  woman  cen- 
turies to  outlive  the  idea  that  ihey  were  not  capable  of 
receiving  as  good  an  education  as  their  brothers,  and  more 
time  has  been  spent  weighing  and  measuring  their  brains 
and  finding  them  too  light  and  too  small  for  mental  strength, 
than  was  ever  expended  on  preparing  ways  and  means  for 
the  enlightenment  of  what  thought-machinery  she  has. 

The  curse  of  our  womanhood  has  rested  heavily  upon  us, 
and  has  been  made  heavier  and  harder  to  bear  by  tradition 
and  custom,  until  out  of  the  dungeon  of  grinding  restritftion 
came  the  cry  for  liberty  of  thought,  for  a  chance  to  compete 
with  her  fellows  for  position,  honor,  and  renown  ;  the  cry  has 
been  taken  up  by  those  more  happily  situated,  and  has 
gathered  volume  until  in  our  day  it  refuses  to  be  silenced, 
and  noble  women  are  conquering  by  endurance  and  sacrifice 
new  ground  for  tiiemseives  and  their  sisters.  The  good 
seed  is  being  sown  that  will  ripen  into  a  harvest  of  well 
doing  that  shall  be  reaped  by  those  who  come  after. 

One  great  obje(5lion  that  iias  been  advanced  against  the 
higher  education  of  women  is  that  it  will  unfit  them  for  the 
home  life— their  own  peculiar  sphere.  Not  so,  men  need 
not  fear  to  lose  their  domestic  deities.  Man  may  build  a 
palace  of  bricks  and  mortar,  woman  only  can  make  it  a 
home.  This  is  her  special  province,  her  God-given  work 
which  no  man  can  wrest  from  her.  But  think  you  she  will 
not  perform  every  duty  of  her  home  life  better  if  her  actions 
are  controlled  by  an  educated  mind,  calm  reason,  and  well 
balanced  judgment?  Frances  Power  Cobb  speaks  with 
pride  of  the  skill  of  the  eminent  women  of  the  land  in  the 
arts  of  housekeeping,  and  we  find  that  many  gifted  women 
in  art,  science,  and  literature  have  taken  pleasure  in  house- 
hold duties.  The  greatest  of  woman  mathematicians,  Mary 
Somerville,  was  renowned  for  her  good  housekeeping,  and 
it  is  said  of  Madam  De  Stael  that  "  she  went  about  Europe 
preceded  by  her  reputation  and  followed  by  her  cook."  Of 
our  own  Mrs.  Garfield  it  is  said  that  being  so  placed  one 
summer  tl.at  she  had  to  do  her  own  b.iking,  she  devoted  all 
her  skill  to  see  how  good  a  loaf  of  bread  she  could  produce, 
and  thus  in  doing  her  best  rose  above  the  drudgery  of  real 
work.  Just  here  is  the  advantage  of  intelligence  brought  to 
bear  on  the  common  duties  of  daily  life.  The  meanest  de- 
tails are  reducetl  to  system  and  the  lowliest  duties  brought 
up  to  tlie  standand  of  a  fine  art. 

Who  shall  measure  the  advantage  to  a  literary  man  of  an 
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educated  wife,  who  can  enter  witli  spirit  into  liis  work,  who 
has  a  mind  so  richly  cultivated  as  to  participate  in  his  liter- 
ary avocations,  and  to  be  truly  a  helper  lo  him.  by  her  quick 
intelligence  and  ready  sympathy?  It  was  said  of  Esther 
Johnson,  the  wife  of  Dean  Swift,  that  by  her  rich  mental 
endowinenls  and  culture,  her  wit,  her  sympathy,  and  her 
devotion  to  her  husband,  "  she  preserved  a  great  lonely 
genius  from  despair,"  There  is  no  danger  that  woman  will 
wander  (ar  from  her  usual  sphere  in  life.  Achilles  had  long 
plied  the  dislafi"  as  a  princess,  yet  at  first  sight  of  the  sword 
he  seized  it ;  so  woman  may  for  a  time,  by  force  of  circum- 
stances, have  to  seek  her  employment  outside  the  home,  but 
such  activities  only  give  to  her  life  more  breadth  and  fit  her  to 
better  fill  the  position  of  home  spirit  should  she  ever  be 
called  to  it. 

Not  every  man  is  born  with  an  inclination  for  ihe  same 
kind  of  business,  and  they  are  allowed  unlimited  choice  in  the 
matter  of  choosing  an  occupation,  but  until  recently  our 
present  system  of  society  has  done  its  best  to  force  all 
women  with  their  various  characters  and  powers  into  the 
same  kind  of  avocations.  But  we  find  ourselves  in  an  age 
of  awakening  when  almost  every  profession  and  employment 
opens  wide  its  doors  and  invites  women  to  enter  in  and 
possess  the  land.  The  old  idea  of  marrying  early,  and  often 
if  need  be,  to  be  supported  in  life,  has  given  way  to  the  new 
one,  of  women  fitting  themselves  for  some  employment,  and 
then  by  their  natural  ability  and  cultivated  intelligence,  fill- 
ing the  position  so  well  as  to  magnify  theoccupation — follow- 
ing out  George  Herbert's  ruleof"  making  drudgery  divine." 
It  was  the  old  Jewish  rule  that  every  son  should  be  taught 
a  trade,  and  it  is  the  new  nineteenth  century  idea  that  every 
girl  should  have  a  business  education.  In  a  country  where 
riches  are  so  unstable  it  seems  a  truism  to  recommend  to 
women  some  definite  training  towards  self-support,  but  how 
many  of  us  thrown  on  our  own  resources  could  lay  our 
hands  on  our  talent,  and  at  once  put  it  out  on  interest  with 
advantage  to  ourselves? 

Rich  or  poor,  married  or  single,  such  practical  training 
will  not  be  lost. 

The  higher  culture  which  we  have  been  wanting  is  ours 
now,  and  surely  if  education  be  the  symmetrical  develop- 
ment ol  the  whole  mind  it  should  include  these  practical  arts. 
Tliere  is  work  waiting  for  willing  hands,  for  those  educated 
and  qualified  to  do  it  well.  With  every  year  come  new 
openings  for  women,  and  while  even  at  present  manj'  are 
achieving  honor  and  fame  in  the  professions.  The  tenden- 
cies are  notably  to  business  life,  but  the  foundation  stone 
upon  which  any  successful  life  is  builded  is  agood  education. 
The  father  of  Mrs.  Walton,  who  received  ten  thousand 
dollars  for  her  patent  for  deadening  the  noise  on  elevated 
railways,  spent  much  on  her  education,  saying,  "  since  my 
boys  al!  turned  out  girls,  1  determined  to  give  them  so  good 
an  education  that  they  would  turn  out  equal  to  boys."  Shall 
any  one  say  he  was  not  repaid? 

From  the  record  of  what  woman  has  done  in  the  past  can 
we  form  the  best  idea  of  what  she  is  capable  of  in  the  future. 
In  the  wide  fields  of  art,  literature,  and  science  woman's 
work  has  for  long  years  been  placed  side  by  side  with  that 
of  man,  and  here  has  she  won  many  laurels  and  made  for 
herself  an  enduring  name. 

It  seems  fitting  that  the  first  woman's  name  of  artistic  re- 
nown is  handed  down  to  us  from  ancient  Greece,  the  birth- 
place of  art;  and  ever  since  the  seventh  century  B.  C.  the 
famous  Kora  o)  Corinth  drew  on  the  wall  with  charcoal  the 
profile  which,  being  filled  in  with  clay,  made  the  first  medal- 
lion reproducing  the  lines  of  the  human  face,  of  which  history 
makes  record.  There  have  appeared  frequently  on  down 
through  the  ages  the  names  of  women  which  deserve  to  be 
written  high  on  the  pinnacle  of  artistic  fame,  until  in  our 
own  century  and  country  we  read  of  Harriet  H.  Hosmer, 
whose  work  as  a  sculptor  adorns  St.  Louis,  and  of  Vinnie 
Ream,  whose  bronze  statue  of  Admiral  Farragut  finds 
worthy  place  among  the  art  creations  which  adorn  our  Na- 
tional Capitol.     In  the  abstract  and   physical  sciences  the 


attainments  of  Mrs.  Somerville  are  something  remarkable. 
Her  purely  intellectual  attainments  placed  her  in  the  very 
first  rank  among  the  students  and  teachers  of  mathematical 
and  physical  science.  When  over  ninety  years  of  age  she 
undertook  successfully  the  solution  of  difficult  problems  in 
mathematics  which  had  e.\ercised  some  of  the  acutest  intel- 
lects ot  the  times,  and  as  some  appreciation  of  her  great 
work,  "The  Mechamsm  of  the  Heavens."  she  was  elected  an 
honorary  member  of  the  Royal  Astronomical  Society. 

In  literature  there  are  so  many  names  that  have  become 
household  words  to  us,  that  one  scarcely  knows  who  most 
deserve  favorable  mention.  Mrs.  Hemens,  Mrs.  Browning, 
the  Cnry  sisters,  Charlotte  Bronte,  George  Eliot,  Mrs.  Whit- 
ney, Miss  Mulock,  Miss  Alcott,  Hannah  Moore,  Mrs.  Stowe 
and  a  host  of  others  have  touched  the  hearts  of  multitudes 
by  their  skilllul  strokes  in  word  painting.  But  perhaps  the 
typical  American  woman  of  her  limes,  in  culture  and  broad 
intelligence  with  literary  celebrity,  is  Margaret  Fuller,  whose 
lalenis  were  much  admired  by  ihe  leading  intellects  of  that 
tiay,  and  whose  premature  death,  no  doubt,  alone  prevented 
her  leaving  a  permanent  mark  on  the  literature  of  our 
country. 

In  the  professions  of  law  and  medicine  women  find  place 
and  work.  The  tiemand  for  lady  physicians  increases  every 
year,  and  many  are  thus  making  name  and  honor  lo  them- 
selves while  bringing  the  healing  art  to  their  sisters  who 
have  hitherto  suffered  in  silence. 

In  Shakespeare's  time  a  Portia  must  execute  Justice  in 
male  attire,  and  an  eminent  writer  of  less  than  half  a  century 
ago  placed  on  record  as  her  opinion,  "  We  believe  there  has 
been  no  female  lawyer,  and  probably  will  be  none."  But 
these  later  years  have  shown  what  woman  can  do  in  law  as 
we  read  of  the  one  who  won  the  great  railroad  case.  As  the 
women  of  our  land  become  learned  in  law  we  may  hope 
through  their  influence  that  justice  seasoned  with  that 
"  mercy  which  droppelh  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven," 
may  characterize  the  decisions  of  our  courts. 

Women  are  also  employed  in  Journalism,  and  a  list  of  the 
prominent  ones  would  include  the  larger  number  of  the  pop- 
ular journals  of  the  day.  Here  many  literary  women  anchor 
their  life-boats  and  rise  to  eminence  and  renown. 

That  women  have  the  inventive  genius  strongly  developed 
within  thc-m  should  be  deiiied  by  no  one  who  has  observed 
the  schemes  and  plans,  the  turning  and  making  look  as  good 
as  new,  by  which  the  household  arrangements  of  the  average 
woman  of  small  means  are  conducted.  Such  women  are 
called  handy  and  are  said  to  be  full  of  ideas,  but  get  credit 
with  nothing  more.  Statistics  tell  us  of  the  nineteen  hun- 
dred and  thirty-five  patents  that  have  been  issued  to  women, 
but  that  does  not  measure  the  hundreds  of  her  inventions, 
which  from  her  modesty  have  never  been  given  to  the  pub- 
lic but  have  been  only  used  for  her  own  convenience,  and 
have  satisfied  her  ambition  in  that  she  has  done  something 
original.  Was  the  money-making  instinct  as  strong  in  her 
as  in  man  her  discoveries  would  long  since  have  been  given 
to  the  world.  The  scope  of  woman's  mind  in  this  dire(5lion 
has  been  found  to  extend  alt  the  way  from  articles  of  dress 
and  household  convenience  to  improvements  in  locomotive 
wheels,  which  shows  that  even  in  mechanical  work  where 
women  have  never  had  any  opportunity  lo  exercise  ingenu- 
ity, and  for  which  all  training  has  been  denied  thtm,  they 
have  been  able  to  make  a  respectable  showing  of  skill,  and 
this  is  a  field  in  which  women  have  as  yet  only  entered  upon 
their  privileges.  In  the  future  there  will  be  abundant  oppor- 
tunity for  them  to  win  great  successes  and  do  great  good. 
General  Spinner  argued  that  women  used  scissors  better 
than  men  and  would  do  it  cheaper,  that  for  these  reasons  he 
wanted  them  employed  to  cut  treasury  notes.  It  was  largely 
through  his  influence  that  Secretary  Chase  put  aside  his 
prejudices  to  women's  doing  men's  work  and  appointed  Miss 
Wilson  as  a  clerk  in  the  secretary's  office.  She  was  the 
pioneer  of  woman's  work  in  the  departments  at  Washington. 
Since  that  time  women  of  the  highest  culture  and  from  the 
best  families  in  the  land  have  been  thus  employed,  until  now 
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over  one  thousand  women  liave  positions  there,  whose  sala- 
ries ranp;e  from  very  little  to  Si,Soo  a  year. 

Mrs.  Gen.  Logan  in  a  late  article  concerning  lliem  says: 
"  There  is  no  doubt  thai  no  other  body  of  women  workers 
in  llie  land  embodies  so  much  culture  and  intelligence. 
Many  are  remarkable  for  their  literary  and  scieiititic  atlain- 
mcnis,  and  the  departments  are  bettered  for  having  them 
there,  and  women  all  over  the  land  are  reaping  the  benefit 
of  the  lessons  learned  of  what  women  can  and  do  accomplish 
in  the  departments." 

Women  excel  as  detectors  of  counteiieit  money,  and  while 
a  man  is  said  lo  be  wrong  in  four  cases  out  of  five,  a  woman 
will  give  the  correft  decision  in  eleven  cases  out  of  twelve. 
These  women  have  elevated  the  standard  of  woman's 
work,  and  demonstrated  that  women  can  cope  with  the 
stronger  sex  and  keep  pace  with  them  in  the  race  of  life 
without  losing  her  womanliness  or  forfeiting  man's  respei5t 
and  tenderness,  for  many  weary  women  have  stepped  from 
the  departments  into  the  position  of  honored  wives — nota- 
bly, Mrs.  Brewster,  wlio  filled  her  station  as  wife  of  the  At- 
torney General  with  such  dignity  and  grace;  and  another 
who  is  now  a  member  of  the  Queen's  household. 

Industrial  drawing  is  a  useful  and  suitable  occupation  for 
women  of  taste  and  originality.  Trained  nurses  are  also 
much  in  demand,  and  it  is  surely  a  noble  occupation  to  be 
able  to  win  half  the  physician's  laurels  by  nursing  back  to 
life  the  diseased  body.  No  one  has  greater  opportunities 
for  doing  good  than  the  Chrislian  nurse,  and  it  is  said, 
"  women  have  this  in  common  with  the  angels,  that  suffering 
beings  belong  especially  to  her."  We  may  not  all  be  Flor- 
ence Nightingales  or  Sister  Doras,  but  we  can  all  do  what 
we  can.  Telegraphy  also  invites  woman's  painstaking  care 
and  watchful  exactness. 

Indeed,  time  would  fail  us  to  mention  (he  many  forms  of 
activity  open  to  worficn  who  are  thoroughly  trained  and 
well  qualified  to  fill  the  various  departments  of  industry. 
W()man  should  have  a  right  to  do  anj'thing  alie  can  do  well, 
and  should  enjoy  equal  opportunities  with  man  in  laboring 
to  secure  a  livelihood.  But  if  woman  does  man's  work  and 
does  it  as  well  as  he,  the  true  standard  of  equity  requires 
that  she  shall  receive  like  compensation  for  the  service.  It 
is  a  well-known  fact  that  women's  work  is  paid  as  to  a  woman 
and  not  as  remuneration  for  the  service  |>erformed.  By 
trial  it  was  found  in  one  of  the  departments  at  Washington 
that  while  women  were  paid  much  less  than  men  they  did  a 
half  more  work.  Says  one  of  the  Secretaries,  "  Give  me 
women  for  good  clerical  work,  we  can  depend  on  them,"  yet 
llie  man  working  at  the  desk  beside  her  gels  Jii,8oo  a  year, 
she  $900. 

The  judgment  on  woman's  work  and  woman's  capabilities 
has  from  llie  first  been  prejudiced.  She  is  not  allowed  indi- 
vidual responsibility,  but  all  are  held  for  the  misdeeds  of  one. 
Her  successes  have  all  been  taken  for  granted,  as  being 
nothing  unusual,  and  have  received  but  sparing  eulogy,  but 
let  one  falter  or  fall  in  the  race  of  life  and  she  receives  un- 
mitigated blame,  and  all  womanhood  with  her.  It  has  been 
so  ever  since  our  unfortunate  mother  Eve  was  wheedled  into 
eating  the  apple,  instead  of  throwing  it  into  the  serpent's 
face — even  though,  as  Theodore  Parker  says,  "  if  the  apple 
had  been  offered  to  her  precious  spouse  he  would  not  have 
stood  there  Shall  !,  shall  I-ing,  but  would  merely  have  said. 
Apples,  indeed,  so  early  ?  and  would  have  eaten  it  without 
thinking  of  conscience."  She  is  expefled  lo  out-Plato  Plato 
in  her  logic  and  "sweet  reasonableness,"  keep  herself  free 
from  all  false,  doubtful  or  untimely  argument. 

She  must  be  panoplied  with  strength,  lact,  gentleness — 
her  logic  and  her  temper  must  be  flawless.  In  short,  she  is 
to  be  but  little  lower  than  the  angels,  and  her  every  action 
must  be  open  to  the  severest  scrutiny. 

A  being  brynlliing  ihoughlfiil  Ijrcalli, 
A  lnivi;ler  IjcLsvIxL  life  nnd  (icaili, 
The  reason  firm  ihe  Icmpcrilc  will. 
Endurance,  ToresiEht,  slrength  and  skill ; 
A  perfect  woman  nobly  planned 
To  warn,  [o  comfort  and  command. 


Ami  yet  a  spirit  still  and  bright 
With  sonielhing  of  an  angel  light. 

But  in  these  labor  days  a  new  view  of  the  matter  is  being 
taken,  and  woman  is  beginning  to  find  her  true  level,  and  her 
opinions  and  her  work  find  their  place  and  are  acknowledged. 
This  is  a  justice  that  has  long  been  withheld. 

The  influence  of  the  heathen  queen  preserved  alive  the 
child  Moses,  the  deliverer  of  God's  chosen  people.  A 
Deborah  must  always  be  a  spiritual  mother  in  Israel.  There 
are  Hannahs  who  are  not  known  as  doing  more  than  mak- 
ing the  little  coals  for  Samuel.  There  are  Dorcases  whose 
good  works  do  give  them  praise.  There  are  the  women  who 
tarried  last  at  the  cross  and  were  first  at  the  sepulchre.  A 
Joan  of  Arc  must  lead  the  troops  of  her  native  land  to 
victory,  and  the  Queen  of  Navarre  inspire  with  hope  the 
drooping  spirits  of  her  followers.  In  all  moral  reforms  of  the 
present  day  women  take  the  lead,  Frances  Willard  is  the 
leader  of  the  great  hosts  of  women  arrayed  on  the  side  of 
temperance.  From  the  beginning  of  the  Christian  dispen- 
sation until  now  women's  work  at  home  and  abroad  has  been 
an  important  factor  in  promoting  the  interestsof  the  Church, 
and  the  spread  of  the  gospel. 

Every  year  seems  to  have  opened  up  new  avenues  of  ac- 
tivity to  woman  ;  her  influence  and  worth  are  more  appreci- 
ated, so  that  the  future  seems  lo  hold  out  almost  unlimited 
possibilities  to  her.  Thai  she  excels  in  the  work  she  under- 
takes has  been  demonstrated  by  the  success  that  has  attended 
her  labors.  There  is  yet  work  for  her  to  do.  With  every 
new  responsibility  must  come  the  preparation  to  assimie  it. 
The  women  of  the  present  day  must  be  educated  in  art,  sci- 
ence and  literature,  must  have  a  knowledge  of  politics,  re- 
forms, and  all  ptiblic  enterprises ;  must  not  only  look  well  to 
the  ways  of  their  own  households,  but  be  willing  to  spend  and 
be  spent  for  die  public  good.  On  the  women  of  the  years  to 
come  are  to  be  laid  burdens  and  responsibilities  larger  and 
different  from  those  that  fall  to  them  now.  They  shall  have 
opportunity  to  do  almost  anything  they  can  do  well.  There 
is  no  measuring  the  lever  that  shall  be  put  into  our  hands  or 
how  far  it  will  reach  and  raise  in  the  great  affairs  of  Church 
and  State.  Let  us  be  so  faithful  in  the  few  things  that  we  may 
be  deemed  worthy  of  the  much  that  the  future  shall  reveal. 

We  have  here  received  the  beginnings  of  our  education  in 
all  these  things.  The  end  is  not  yet.  As  we  go  out  we  car- 
ry with  us  the  inspiration  of  higher  culture,  and  as  streams 
of  refreshing  that  all  along  their  course  enrich  the  desert  and 
make  it  to  grow  green  and  blossom  as  the  rose,  so  llie  aspi- 
rations for  higher,  better  things  which  we  receive  here  will 
not  cease  with  permeating  our  own  lives,  but  will  be 
an  ever-flowing  tide  that  shall  touch  on  distant  shores, 
bearing  with  it  the  same  desire  for  culture,  intelligence,  high- 
er education,  and  leaving  distinct  marks  ofits  presence,  shall 
return  to  our  college,  in  some  thirty,  in  some  sixty,  and  in 
some  an  hundred  fold  for  the  good  seed  sown.  Lei  us  see 
to  it  that  our  lives  be  not  unworthy  of  our  womanhood,  and 
of  the  fountain  from  which  we  drank  our  first  draughts  of 
knowledge. 

All  honor  lo  our  Alma  Mater,  who  year  by  year  sends  out 
fresh  recruits  to  the  army  of  earnest,  educated  women  in  our 
land,  to  take  their  places  on  the  side  of  right,  and  to  lift 
higher  the  standard  of  woman's  life.  She  has  done  a  good 
work  in  the  years  gone  by,  for  the  future  we  ran  only 
wish  her  patrons  worthy  of  the  cause  she  heralds  forlh.  She 
has  been  set  as  a  licht  in  a  dark  place,  may  her  flame  of 
learning  be  kept  trimmed,  and  may  it  shine  out  with  no  un- 
certain light. 

Now  is  the  accepted  time  for  women's  higher  education. 
Now  is  she  offered  such  advantages  as  never  before.  With 
herself  rests  the  decision  as  to  hoiv  far  she  will  fit  herself  for 
the  work  of  the  future. 

May  the  years  to  come  see  ihe  girls  of  our  land  flocking 
lo  our  colleges  as  doves  to  the  windows.     Then,  and  not  till 
then,  will  tlie  high  ideal  of  true  womanhood  be  attained. 
Nettie  Jamison  Vincent. 
Class  of  '7J.  Ligonier,  Pa. 
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EIFTEENTH  ANNUAL  COMMENCEMENT 

I^ennsylvtiniti    (011ei2'c. 

Friday,  June  3,         .         .         .         .         .        1 1  a.  m. 

Meeting  uf  Alumnit. 

Friday,  June  3, 7:45  p.  m. 

Animal  Concert. 

Sabbath,  June  5 8  p.  m. 

Baccalaureate  Sermon. 

Tuesday,  June  7,         .         .         .  .         .        S  p.  m. 

Commencement  Exercises. 


Tlic  editors  of  the  Recorder  wish  to  express  llieir  llianks 
lo  those  wlio  hiive  so  kindly  aided  lliem  by  sending  coniri- 
butions  for  the  paper. 

It  is  to  be  feared  some  of  our  friends  have  taken  for  their 
niolto  this  precept,  "Keep  silence  and  be  a  philosopher," 
and  find  that  to  be  the  easier  if  not  the  better  way.  How- 
ever, we  wish  all  the  Aliimns  to  know  that  there  is  in  exis- 
tence such  a  thing  as  an  Alumn/E  Recorder,  which  needs 
their  hearty  co-operation  and  support. 


In  response  to  a  "  suggestion"  we  publish  this  year  the 
minutes  of  the  meeting  of  the  Alumna;  Association,  held 
June  4.  1886,  the  perusal  of  which  will,  we  trust,  induce  many 
more  of  our  Alumnse  lo  be  present  next  year  and  take  an 
active  part  in  the  discussions.  The  more  familiar  faces  one 
sees  at  lliese  reunions  the  more  interest  one  lakes  in  them, 
and  certainly  out  of  a  membership  of  1 20  more  than  40  could 
return  at  least  once  a  year  to  their  Alma  Mater. 


The  effect  of  historical  study  is  in  many  respects  similar  to 
that  produced  by  foreign  travel.  The  student,  like  the  tour- 
ist, is  transported  as  it  were  into  a  new  world.  He  mingles 
in  new  society,  hears  new  modes  of  expression,  and  sees  new 
fashions.  His  mind  is  enlarged  and  strengthened  by  con- 
templating the  wide  diversities  of  laws,  of  morals,  and  of 
manners.  But  one  may  travel  far  and  yet  return  apparently 
as  ignorant  as  if  he  had  remained  at  home.  One  may  go  to 
England,  visit  the  principal  places  of  interest  in  London, 
view  St.  Paul  with  astonishment,  meet  and  enjoy  a  chat  wiiii 
some  of  the  public  men,  and  depart  thinking  lie  has  seen 
England.  He  has  seen  a  few  public  buildings,  public  cere- 
monies and  public  men,  but  of  the  complex  system  of  society, 
of  the  fine  shades  of  national  character,  and  of  the  practical 
operations  of  government  lie  knows  nothing.  So  with  the 
student;  he  may  be  well  acquainted  with  the  dates  of  differ- 
ent wars,  of  the  genealogies  of  royal  families,  and  yet  be 
practically  no  wiser.     He  may  have  studied  in  a  superficial 


manner  many  histories  of  our  different  nations,  their  man- 
ners, customs,  peculiarities  and  government,  but  failed  to  link 
together  the  most  important  matters,  in  such  a  wav  as  to 
make  a  lasting  impression  upon  his  mind,  one  that  would 
expand  his  knowledge.  We  learn  from  history  many  truths 
which  could  be  learned  in  no  other  way.  History  should  not 
be  merely  traced  upon  the  mind,  but  branded  into  it.  It 
broadens  and  deepens  our  knowledge,  it  impresses  general 
truths  upon  the  mind  by  a  vivid  representation  of  particular 
incidents  and  characters.  History  makes  the  past  present; 
brings  the  distant  near.  It  places  us  in  the  society  of  great 
men,  or  on  an  eminence  overlooking  the  field  of  a  mighty 
battle,  to  iavest  with  the  realities  of  flesh  and  blood,  beings 
whom  we  are  too  much  inclined  to  consider  the  personified 
qualities  in  an  allegory.  From  biographical  history  we  can 
ascertain  who  were  great  and  useful  men  of  their  time  ;  what 
they  did  for  the  good  of  society,  for  science,  for  art,  for  the 
world  at  large.  We  may  see  many  things  worthy  of  imitation 
in  their  character,  also  try  to  avoid  errors  made  bv  them. 
From  this  study  men  are  not  only  described,  but  are  in- 
timately made  known  to  us.  There  is  no  study  that  will 
strengthen  and  expand  the  mind  more  than  the  study  of 
history.  As  the  resources  are  so  diversified,  bringing  us  in 
contact  with  men,  customs,  laws  and  peoples,  it  not  only 
strengthens  but  gives  pleasure  and  delight.  It  is  not  so  much 
information  as  inspiration  that  we  receive  from  this  study. 
Its  object,  like  that  of  music,  is  lo  awaken  all  that  is  good 
and  latent  in  the  soul  ;  lo  build  up  the  powers  of  the  reader 
that  when  the  words  of  the  author  may  be  gone  the  powers 
of  the  reader  will  remain. 


TREASURER'S  REPORT. 

Receipts. 

From  Miss  Anna  McCullogh,Treas., 

for  year  ending  June  1SS6.  $  25  50. 

From  advertisements  in  Recorder,  44  00. 

"      annual  dues,  34  00. 


$  103  50. 


Total, 
Disbursenienls. 

For    publishing    Alumn.e    Re- 
corder, g  46  00. 
For  stationary  and  postage,  3  00. 

Total,  S     49  00. 

On  deposit  at  4  per  cent  interest,  %  40  00. 
Int.  on  same  to  Jan.  1,  1SS7,  So. 

Cash  in  hand,  14  50. 

Total  amount  in  treasury,  S     55  30. 

Georgina  G.  Negley, 

Treasurer. 
The  address  of  the  treasurer  for  the  ensuing  year  will  be 
Miss  Georgina  G.  Negley, 

Cor.  Negley  and  Rural  Aves.,  E.  E., 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 
It  is  hoped  that  this  information  will  avoid  the  necessity 
of  sending  postal  cards  lo  members,  notifying  them  of  their 
dues.  As  payment  is  made  in  advance  by  those  who  attend 
the  meeting,  an  early  reply  to  this  call  is  requested  from 
those  who  can  not  be  at  the  meeting. 
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^Olappiesl^ 


— In    Shady    Side    Presbyterian    Church,    Gertrude   E' 

Walker  to  Abram  G.  Holmes. 

— At  lier  home,  Herron  Hill.  Pittsburgh,  Martha  Grace 
Taylor  to  Rev.  Miles  St-indish  Hemenway,  ofSaugus,  Mass. 

— Mary  Eva  Boyles  to  Wells  B.  Clendenin.  at  New  Castle, 
Pa.,  June  26,  1SS6. 


=J)ied- 


[Pieshylei-iau  Banner,   IIWiiis,/,ij>,  March  ^o,  /SSp-l 

Entered  into  rest,  Saturday.  March  12,  18S7,  at  Aiken,  S. 
C,  Mary,  wife  of  John  H.  Noble,  eldest  daughter  of  Tliomas 
and  Isabella  Wighlman. 

After  long  months  of  weariness  and  pain,  God  in  mercy  at 
last  sent  release  to  tlie  spirit  of  the  darling  daughter  and 
loving  wife  and  mother.  Though  far  from  home,  there  were 
gathered  at  her  bedside  the  truest  friends  on  earili.  In  the 
dim  gray  of  the  twilight,  as  niglit  was  passing  into  the  glory 
of  the  rising  day,  she  readied  forth  her  liand  and  took  the 
hand  of  llie  beloved  father  into  her  own,  clinging  to  it  as 
she  had  clung  when  in  childhood.  It  was  reached  forth  to 
guide  her  tottering  foot-steps  as  she  waited  for  the  moment 
of  translalion  into  the  presence  of  ihe  Father  of  us  all. 
"  Daughter,  at  a  time  like  this  do  you  not  feel  the  Saviour 
unspeakably  precious  to  your  sout  ?"  At  tliis  question  all 
the  light  and  animation  of  her  liappiest  girlhood  days  seem- 
ed for  llie  moment  to  return.  Her  face  was  lit  up  with  the 
glow  of  hope  and  perfeft  confidence,  and  summoning  all 
her  failing  energies,  she  answered  in  joylul  triumph  :  "Yes!" 
And  then  she  closed  her  eyes  and  fell  asleep  as  the  sunrise 
broke  across  the  hills.  So  ended  a  life,  the  memory  of  which 
will  long  be  held  in  cherished  remembrance,  not  only  by  those 
who  compose  the  circle  of  the  home,  but  by  that  still  larger 
circle  of  friends,  who,  as  class-mates  in  the  Pennsylvania 
Female  College,  and  members  of  the  Bellefield  Church,  and 
ihe  church  at  Verona  with  which  she  was  connei5led  prior 
to  her  decease,  learned  to  know  and  to  honor  in  her  all 
those  qualities  and  graces  which  make  womanhood  beauti- 
ful. "  Blessed  are  tlie  dead  which  die  in  the  Lord  from 
hence  forth  ;  yea  saith  the  Spirit,  that  they  may  rest  from 
their  labors  and  their  works  do  follow  them." 

— Miss  Mary  M.  Scofield,  at  Washington  City,  Feb.  17, 
1SS7.  Miss  Scofield  had  a  stroke  of  paralysis  last  summer 
from  which  she  recovered,  but  a  second  attack  caused  her 
death.  She  was  buried  from  her  home  in  Warren,  Ohio, 
on  Monday,  Feb.  21st. 


/jY  MEMORJAM. 
Mrs.  Mary  Wightman 'Noble. 

Can  it  i^e  our  brown-eyed  Mary  who  is  the  first  victim  of 
disease  and  death  in  the  class  of '75?  It  is  hard  to  realize, 
but,  strange  as  it  seems  to  us,  we  would  yet  say :  "  Even  so, 
Father,  for  so  it  seemed  good  in  thy  sight." 

Mary's  strong  constitution  was  attacked  by  disease  three 
years  ago,  and  what  at  first  seemed  but  a  severe  cold,  at  last 
fastened  itself  upon  her  throat  and  never  loosed  its  grasp. 
As  far  as  she  could  she  kept  all  hersufterings  to  herself  and 


made  as  brave  an  appearance  as  possible  to  her  friends,  al- 
ways. 

Despite  every  effort  to  check  it,  the  disease  took  deeper 
and  deeper  hold.  Medical  aid,  mountain  air  and  sunny  clime 
alike  failed  to  restore  health. 

Surrounded  with  the  beauties  of  Nature;  accompanied 
by  her  much  beloved  parents  and  little  daughter,  in  Aiken, 
S.  C,  she  spent  the  last  days  of  her  life.  As  the  end  drew 
near,  the  face  grew  thin  and  pallid,  but  the  bright  and  beau- 
tiful eyes  increased  in  brightness  and  beauty,  and  oft  the  look 
of  her  girlhood  days  returned.  Although  suffering,  there 
was  never  a  murmur  and  the  days  were  filled  with  content- 
ment. One  morning  as  the  day  was  breaking,  quietly, 
peacefully,  assuringly,  she  left  the  suffering  body  and  de- 
parted to  be  with  Him,  who,  she  said,  was  very  precious  to 
her. 

On  one  of  those  beautiful  days  that  sometimes  steal  into 
the  stormy  month  of  March,  even  in  our  clime,  loving  hands 
bore  the  remains  of  her  they  loved  to  a  beautiful  spot  in  the 
Homewood  cemetery.  In  a  grave  of  evergreen  and  flowers, 
emblematic  of  the  love  in  the  hearts  of  her  friends,  her  body 
was  placed  to  await  the  day  of  resurrection. 

Mary's  was  one  of  the  first  names  enrolled  among  the 
pupils  of  the  Pennsylvania  Female  College.  A  faithful 
scholar  for  five  years,  and  a  true  and  loyal  friend,  has  she 
ever  been,  of  her  Alma  Mater. 

Her  class-mates  will  ever  remember  her,  whose  presence 
in  class,  in  recreations,  or  in  sorrow  ever  brought  good 
cheer  and  loving  sympathy.  Was  any  homesick  among 
us  ?  Who  so  quick  to  see  and  propose  a  visit  home?  Some 
of  us  will  never  forget  those  delightful  visits  at  "Elm  Co'.tage." 
This  kind,  gentle  nature  developed  with  the  years  and  made 
her  beloved  by  all  who  knew  her. 

'•  tJod  c.iils  our  loved  ones,  but  we  lose  not  whoHy 

What  He  hath  given  ; 
They  live  on  uarth  in  thought  and  deed,  as  truly 
As  in  His  heaven." 

Not  only  a  loving  class-mate  is  called,  but  the  first  link  is 
broken  in  the  sacred  circle  of  the  home:  a  devoted  and  lov- 
ing daughter,  sister,  wife  and  mother  is  taken. 

Scattered,  as  her  class-mates  are,  I  know  I  voice  the  feel- 
ings of  all,  when  I  express,  to  these  she  loved  so  dearly,  the 
sympathy  we  feel.  May  the  God  of  all  grace  and  comfort 
be  with  you  to  sustain  in  this  time  of  need;  and  may  the 
tender  Shepherd,  who  carries  the  lambs  in  his  arms,  carry 
the  precious  little  daughter  "  Mary"  and  "  baby  brother,"  over 
the  rough  places  of  life  and  bring  them  safe  into  the  fold  ! 

Words  fail  me,  to  express  the  love  and  appreciation  I  feel 
for  this  dear  friend,  but — 

Then;  needs  not  for  such  the  love-wrilleit  story. 

The  name  and  the  monument  graven  on  stone, 
The  things  they  have  lived  for,  let  these  be  their  glory ; 
And  they  be  remembered  by  what  they  have  done. 

L.  C.  Reio. 


^giptl25-= 


—Emma  Keaiue  Coyle,  a  son,  born  Oft.  31,  1S86. 
-Mary  Acheson  Spencer  a  daughter,  born  Nov.  27,  1886. 
—Rachel  O'Neil  Kennedy,  a  son. 
—Margaret  Campbell  Kerr,  a  son. 


ALUMNyB  RECORDER. 


ESSAY  tr    VALEDICTORIAN    CLASS    OF   '86. 
MISS  MARY  MATTH£irS. 


DIAMOND    CUT  DIAMOND. 

Tiie  popular  interpretation  of  diamond  cut  diamond  is  not 
tlie  one  which  is  most  suggestive.  The  word  diamond 
itself  implies  something  more  than  is  found  in  the  common 
acceptation  of  the  phrase.  It  brings  up  ever  before  us  an 
object,  rare  and  costly.  We  ihink  not  of  something  dark  and 
rough  hidden  beneath  the  surface,  but  of  something  which 
has  been  drawn  forth  and  subjected  to  a  refining  process  un- 
til its  hidden  beauties  are  all  revealed.  Its  peculiar  quali- 
ties and  the  process  by  which  diamond  wrought  upon  dia- 
mond draws  forth  its  latent  splendor  are  suggestive  of  ge- 
nius and  its  power  lo  awaken  and  call  out  genius.  In  the 
Iliad  Homer  has  expressed  the  same  idea  lliat  one  cliarac- 
ter  calls  out  similar  qualities  in  anotlier.  We  read  it  in 
verse : 

"By  mutual  confidence  and  mutual  aid, 
Great  deeds  are  done  and  great  discoveries  made, 
The  wise  new  prudence  from  [he  wise  acquire 
And  one  brave  hero  fans  another's  fire." 
This,  it  is  true,  i-efers  to  physical  strength  rather  than  to 
inlelleclual,  but  physical  strength   would  be  of  little  avail 
were  there  nothing  behind  an  intelligence  controlling  and 
directing  it. 

Genius,  the  quality  which  is  likened  to  the  rarest  of  gems 
is  that  absolute  individuality  and  higliest  development  to 
which  the  world  owes  its  progress  from  age  to  age.  Few 
possess  this  absolute  individuality  of  mind,  upon  few  is  be- 
stowed a  genius  of  the  highest  order  but  the  mental  faculties 
in  whatever  degree  they  are  found  may  be  drawn  forth  and 
strengthened  by  conlact  with  other  minds.  Genius  may 
flash  out  in  conversation  or  may  be  called  forth  from  the 
mind  of  the  reader,  and  when  circumstances  are  favorable  it 
may  display  itself  in  inventions  and  achievements,  the  ben- 
efits of  which  are  conferred  on  all  mankind. 

Genius  in  conversation  coruscates  in  wit  and  repartee. 
Conversation  has  been  defined  as  the  art  of  intellectual  mag- 
netism with  a  positive  pole  of  address  and  a  negative 
pole  of  synipalheiic  attention.  General  intelligence, 
self  reliance,  self  forgeifulness,  power  of  adaptation  and 
the  faculty  of  drawing  out:  others— all  these  must  be 
incUided  in  the  category  of  its  essential  conditions. 
In  conversation  we  unconsciously  imbibe  some  of  the  ideas 
and  enthusiasm  of  others,  but,  if  our  opinions  do  not  accord 
with  other  thoughts  advanced,  the  argumentative  powers 
are  called  into  action.  Frequently  the  inlelledual  character 
is  strengthened  by  standing  in  diretft  opposition  to  those 
with  whom  we  may  come  in  contact,  and  the  antagonist  is,  in 
truth,  a  helper.  If  we  converse  on  subje<5ls  worthy  of  us  and 
worthy  our  best  thinking,  it  becomes  not  only  a  pleasure,  but 
in  reality  a  "laboratory  and  workshop"  to  the  student.  Ev- 
ery one  it  is  true  cannot  be  a  Margaret  Fuller  or  a  Madame 
destael.but  we  can  all  do  something  toward  mastering  the  art 
of  conversation  and  making  our  influence  felt  in  this  way. 
Genius  in  reading  is  called  out  by  a  careful  study  of  the 
works  of  others.  The  paintings  of  the  grand  masters  of  art 
have  often  awakened  such  impressions  in  the  soul  of  the  ar- 
tist that  he  has  by  this  means  had  his  life  work  suggested  to 
him.  In  order  that  our  latent  powers  may  be  called  forth 
by  what  we  read  there  is  need  of  earnest  thought.     Men  of 


genius  are  intense  thinkers.  Longfellow  once  said  to  a 
friend,  "Evangeline  is  so  easy  for  you  to  read  because  it  was 
so  hard  for  me  to  write."  Reading,  however,  to  be  a  com- 
plete source  of  profit,  must  be  accompanied  by  a  course  of 
independent  thought.  Our  owu  ideas  must  come  up  to  the 
front  else  there  would  be  no  progress,  no  new  achievements. 
It  is  this  original  thinking  in  contrast  with  imitative  thought 
which  is  the  source  and  mainspring  of  our  civilization. 

The  influence  exerted  by  men  of  genius  is  lasting.  Death 
Itself  serves  only  to  beautify  their  works  and  their  reputa- 
tion. The  story  has  been  told  ol  Boccaccio  that  when  a 
young  man  and  tired  of  study,  he  was  led  by  curiosity  to  the 
.Comb  of  Virgil.  Standing  before  the  ashes  of  the  great  Latin 
poet  the  youth  felt  himself  suddenly  fired  with  enthusiasm. 
An  illumination,  as  it  were,  burst  upon  him,  and  from  that 
tune  he  devoted  himself  to  the  study  of  Italian  literature. 
Confuscliis  also  once  paid  a  visit  lo  the  pliilosopher  Lavtze 
and  was  so  impressed  with  his  sublime  wisdom  that  on  ins 
return  home  he  remained  three  days  buried  in  profound 
thought,  refusing  to  speak  or  lo  confer  in  any  way  with  his 
disciples. 

Nor  is  the  charader  and  ability  of  companions  and  asso- 
ciates in  college  life  devoid  of  influence.  It  is  an  acknowl- 
edged fact  that  pupils  reap  the  greatest  benefit  when  inslruct- 
ed  together.  When  educated  alone  the  pupil  is  deprived  of 
that  stimulating  influence  which  acts  upon  the  mlndsof  those 
gathered  in  classes  where  all  hear  the  various  opinions  that 
fall  from  other  lips,  and  as  the  views  of  one  agree  or  disagree 
with  other  thoughts  advanced  the  mind  is  invigorated  and 
aroused  to  make  further  inquiries. 

When  one's  opportunities  for  intelligent  conversation  and 
instructive  reading  are  limited  other  circumstances  are  some- 
limes  such  as  lo  awaken  the  latent  powers  which  might  oth- 
erwise have  lain  dormant.  We  meel  with  many  characters 
in  life  who  are  diamonds  in  the  rough.  They  will  ever  re- 
main so  unless  brought  in  contact  with  that  training  and 
those  experiences  which  shall  smooth  away  the  rough  edges 
of  their  character  until  their  {rue  worth  is  perceived.  That 
genius  is  more  desirable  which,  like  the  diamond  that  cuts 
and  polishes,  makes  its  influence  felt  on  other  minds,  than 
that  which  merely  displays  itself. 

Some  one  has  divided  ihe  people  of  the  worltl  into  light 
radiators,  light  reflectors  and  light  absorbers.  The  light 
radiators  are  among  men  what  diamonds  are  among  precious 
stones.  They  seem  lo  evolve  liglu,  flashing  out  scintilla- 
tions of  brightness  and  casting  happy  little  rainbow-colored 
gleams  about  them  so  that  their  presence  seeins  an  antidote 
for  the  ills  of  life. 

The  distinguishing  characteristic  of  the  diamond  consists 
in  its  power  to  refract  and  reflect  ihe  prismatic  colors.  Un- 
like other  gems  it  gives  out  the  light  not  as  it  receives  it, 
dull  and  spiritless,  but  with  an  added  fire  and  beauly.  What 
the  diamond  effects  as  to  ttie  natural  light  genius  performs 
as  to  that  which  is  intellectual.  It  canrefraiSl  and  refiefl  the 
ideas  elicited  by  the  minds  of  others  and  work  them  over  as 
the  painter  does  his  colors — blending,  arranging,  beautify- 
ing. Indeed  the  light  of  other  minds  is  just  as  necessary  to 
the  development  and  display  of  genius  as  is  the  light  of  oth- 
er bodies  to  the  play  and  radiation  of  the  diamond.  The 
diamond  in  the  rough  differs  not  from  any  common  stone 
and  a  genius  like  Newton  or  a  Shakespeare,  deprived  of 
kindred  minds,  will  ever  remain  unawakened  and  undevel- 
oped. 


alumnje  recorder. 
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"  "fis  slrangt',  but  Irue  ;  for 

Truth  is  always  siranEC ; 
Stranger  than  fielion." 

— Mrs.  Margaretta  Campbell  Kerr  writes  :  "Remember 
me  kindly  to  Miss  Pelletreau  and  my  friends  of  the  Aliim- 
n£t,  particularly  the  class  of '77."  She  regrets  that  on  ac- 
count of  moving  about  May  ist  from  Oconto,  Wis.,  to  Nor- 
mal, Ills.,  she  can  not  find  time  to  write  a  letter  for  the  Re- 
cord 1:  a. 

— Miss  Christine  S.  Bredin,  who  attended  the  College  in  '77, 
has  been  studying  art  in  Cinciiinali  a  number  of  years.  There 
are  very  favorable  reports  of  her  work. 

— Miss  Jenny  Wilson,  of  Irwin,  Pa.,  has  been  living  in  the 
East  End  during  the  last  year,  but  expects  to  return  very 
soon  to  Irwin. 

— Miss  Emiiie  Kurtz,  of  '7S,  has  been  spending  the  most 
of  her  time  in  New  York  since  'S3  as  an  art  student. 

— Miss  Florence  Holmes  lias  returned  home  after  a  two 
months'  visit  to  Detroit  and  Chicago. 

— Mrs.  West  McCay  Pardee  is  visiting  friends  in  New 
York  and  Philadelphia. 

— Mrs.  Alice  Kelly  Husled  is  living  with  her  father  and 
mother  in  Wlieeling. 

— Mrs.  Saliie  Frazier  Sawyer  went  abroad  on  April  27. 
expecting  to  visit  many  of  the  noted  cities  of  Europe. 

— Mrs.  Mayrie  Cleaver  Hain  sends  "Best  wishes  and 
hearty  ^reelings  to  each  one,  and  regrets  that  she  can  not  be 
present  at  Alumn;e  meeting  this  year. 

— Mrs.  Frank  Low  Sayre,  '78,  is  at  present  residing  in 
Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

— Mrs.  Susie  Walker  Wadworlh,  of  '76,  lias  four  bright 
little  ones,  namely  :— Paul,  Jr.,  Lillian.  Marguerite  and  Ed- 
ward, two  of  wliom  she  tiusts  may  be  pupils  some  lime  at 
the  '■  dear  old  P.  F.  C," 

— Mrs.  Miles  S.  Hemenway  nee  Miss  Martha  Taylor,  of 
this  city,  who  lias  been  studying  vocal  music  under  Mr. 
Charles  Adams  at  his  present  home  in  Boston,  will  take  a 
leading  part  in  an  operetta  to  be  shortly  given  by  the  Society 
of  Cliristian  Endeavor  in  that  place.  Mrs.  Hemenway  was 
instrumental  in  getting  upa  course  of  lectures  for  the  society, 
■which  were  largely  attended  during  the  past  winter. 

—Mrs.  Sara  l-'rcdricks  Marks,  class  of  '81,  is  delightfully 
located  in  Tidioute. 

— Miss  Bessie  Thurston,  class  of  'S4,  lias  passed  an  ideal 
winter  in  New  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

—Miss  Luella  Melloy,  class  of  '84,  is  teaching  in  Beuna 
Vista,  Pa. 

— Miss  Lou  Cummins,  class  of  '81,  and  Miss  Alice  Mc- 
Donald, of  Columbus,  O  ,  will  visit  Mrs.  Wm.  Coyle  in  June. 

—Miss  Jennie  Jackson,  class  of  'S3,  spent  a  delightful 
winter  in  Chicago,  111. 

— Miss  Jennie  McCracken,  class  of  '84,  is  visiting  in  Port 
Huron,  Mich. 

—  Miss  Eleanor  Stevenson  is  taking  a  special  course  at 
Bryn  Mawr,  which  promises  to  be  the  leading  institution  of 
the  country  for  young  women. 

—Miss  Alice  Wells  is  a  pupil  in  Mrs.  Willard's  School  for 
American  Girls,  in  Berlin,  Germany.  After  spending  ihesum- 
mcr  in  travel  she  will  return  home  in  the  early  fall. 


— '86.  Four  of  its  members  have  been  actively  purstiing 
their  studies  during  the  past  year. 

— Miss  Carr  and  Miss  Mathews  returned  to  the  college, 
where  they  are  taking  a  post-graduate  course,  consisting  of 
music  and  the  modern  languages. 

— Mme.  Rolla,  (iMrs.  Kate  Ranimelsberg,  daugiiier  of 
Geo.  K.  Wheart,  of  Wheeling),  who  now  promises  lobe  the 
Patti  of  the  future,  began  her  musical  studies  at  the  college. 
An  extract  from  a  Naples  paper  contains  the  following 
criiiqiie  of  her  Lucia: — "Miss  Kate  Rolla  appeared  in 
Lucia,  and  it  was  a  grand  success.  Kate  Rolla,  besides 
having  a  taking  appearance,  possesses  a  good  voice,  es- 
pecially her  high  notes,  in  which  she  shows  herself  well 
versed  in  the  art  of  singing.  At  times  she  reminds  us  of 
some  applauded  dive,  and  we  can  well  understand  why  the 
public  was  so  delighted  in  the  first  cabaletta,  in  the  scene  of 
the  delirio  in  the  duo  with  Guarino." 

—  At  New  Bethlehem.  Pa.,  July  26,  '86,  Myrtle  Craig  to 
Mr.  Cassius  Jones. 

— Married,  at  Bradford,  Pa.,  September  15,  '86,  Maiy  B. 
Kirk  to  Mr.  James  L.  Da\'idson. 

— Alfred  P.  Sheriff  was  married  to  Mrs.  Platti  McNeely, 
August  4,  'S6,  at  Cadiz,  O. 

— At  Fairfield,  September  28,  '86,  Bertha  Huey  to  Mr. 
W.  D.  Rumer. 

— October  12,  'S6,  Georgie  Clark  to  Mr.  Robert  Swan,  of 
Allegheny,  Pa. 

—October  '86,  Maltie  Carter  to  Mr.  John  Crawford,  of 
New  Castle,  Pa. 

Miss  Mary  Fishburn  was  married   to  Mr.  J.  A.  Wood,  Jr. 

Miss  Jessie  W.  Young,  a  former  pupil  of  the  college,  was 
married  February  8,  '87,  in  Shady  Side  Presbyterian 
Church,  to  Mr.  W.  C.  Clements,  of  Bay  City,  Mich. 

—Miss  Vic  White  has  been  visiting  Mrs.  Alan  Wood, 
nee  Bertha  Carrier,  during  the  winter,  and  is  now  with  Mrs. 
Chapman,  7iee  Kitty  Craig,  in  Kittanning.  The  honored  and 
useful  career  ol  a  trained  nurse  has  presented  itself  to  her 
as  one  to  which  she  is  well  adapted,  and.  in  consequence, 
probably  as  early  as  ihe  coming  autumn,  will  enter  the  ex- 
cellent school  of  training  at  Bethlehem,  which  is  under  the 
refined  and  cultured  influence  of  a  lady  manager. 

CLASS   OF    '73. 

— Mrs.  Bessie  McKnight  Gregg  has  journeyed  from  lier 
far  western  home  in  order  to  be  present  at  the  marriage  of 
her  sister.  Flora,  of  '77,  and  is  now  visiting  at  the  resideticc 
of  her  mother,  Kilbuck,  Allegheny. 

— Mrs.  Lucy  O'Hara  Morrison  spent  last  winter  in  France 
and  Italy,  where,  as  in  so  many  other  places,  her  beauty  of 
face  and  manner  has  won  for  her  a  host  of  admirers. 

— Miss  Minnie  Sellers,  bright  and  attractive  as  ever, 
spends  more  time  in  Kansas  City  than  her  friends  at  home 
quite  approve.  She  has  made  considerable  progress  in  her 
art  studies,  and  her  work  is  always  characterized  by  an  un- 
usual amount  of  taste. 

— Miss  Lizzie  Black  is  in  Woosler,  O.,  with  her  father. 
Dr.  Black,  whom  we  all  loved  and  valued  as  president  and 
friend  during  the  early  days  of  the  college. 

— Mrs.  Mary  Renshaw  Chislctt,  another  of  '73,  who 
makes  her  home  in  the  west,  occasionally  brings  her  family 
of  children  to  her  old  home,  but  unfortunately  her  visits 
never  occur  at  the  time  of  our  Alumna;  reunions. 
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MINUTES      OF     THE      MEETING       OF     THE 
ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION  JUhE  4,  1S86. 

Tlie  meeting  was  called  to  order  by  Miss  Willock,  the 
President.  Roll  called.  Minutes  of  past  meeting  read  and 
adopted.  Regrets  from  thirteen  members  were  read.  Mis- 
ses Maude  L.  Aiken,  Mary  L.  Baldwin,  Cora  E.  Carr,  Jeni- 
fer G.  Jennings,  Mary  M.  Matthews,  Alice  Wells  and 
Eleanor  J.  Stevenson,  comprising  the  gradii-iting  class  of 
1886,  were,  on  motion,  admitted  to  the  membership  of  the 
Alumna;  Association. 

No  report  from  the  Hymeneal  Recorder  or  Necrologist. 
An  address  by  the  President,  MissWiilock,  who  gave  an  in- 
teresting account  of  the  growth  and  rapid  progress  of  the 
College  and  iis  steady  advancement  to  the  higher  ranks  of 
educational  institutions.  Report  of  Treasurer  showing 
twenty-four  dollars  and  fifty  cents  in  the  treasury. 

The  im|)ortance  of  liaving  the  Treasurer  live  near  the  city 
was  considered  and  approved.  On  motion  resolved  that  the 
funds  in  the  hands  of  the  Treasurer  be  deposited  for  future- 
use. 

The  eleflion  of  officers  was  next  in  order  and  a  ballot  be- 
ing taken  the  following  persons  were  elected  : 

President,  Mrs.  Nettie  Jamison  Vincent;  Vice-President, 
Miss  Mary  M.  Matthews  ;  Permanent  Treasurer,  Miss  Geor- 
giana  G.  Negley ;  Necrologist,  Miss  Maude  L.  Aiken  ;  Hy- 
meneal Recorder,  Mrs.  Wni.  Abbot ;  Editors  of  Recorder, 
Miss  Sue  Y.  Mitchell,  Miss  Nannie  M.  Clark. 

The  meeting  adjourned  to  meet  in  June,  1SS7. 

Eleanor  J.  Stevenson, 

Secrelary. 


^GontpiLtitioH' 


^S" 


This  morning  dawned  as  most  mornings  do. 

With  no  ihoughl  of  ill  lo  befall ; 
Hut,  alas,  trouble  comes,  as  it  comes  lo  a  few, 

In  the  shape  ofa  missive  sinali. 

This  note  so  hltle  and  cruel. 

Written  by  one  we  knew  so  well, 
For  often  together  an  example 

The  answer  we  had  tried  lo  tell. 
An  artieli  for  the  paper, 

The  word  alone  frightened  nie; 
A  letter  never  would  answer 

Declining,  after  such  a  plea, 

To  pass  it  by  without  writing 

Was  something  that  could  not  be  done ; 

or  classmates  tliough  we  knew  nothing. 
Still  an  answer  must  be  begun. 

To  send  in  a  rhyme  then, 

Was  all  that  this  brain  could  do. 
And  much  prefer  would  the  writer 

To  remain  known  to  but  a  ^cw. 
For  this  year's  class  best  wishes 

Is  all  that  we  would  say  no>v. 
Anil  that  eighty- three's  responses 

Will  be  greater  than,  ever  before. 
Class  of 'S3.  J.  M.  Jack. 


Like  a  voice  from  the  past  there  came  to  me,  not  very 
longago.a  letter  from  a  quondam  school-friend  asking  me  for 
a  contribution    to    our    Alu.mN/E  Recorder.     At    first    I 


thought  1  must  refuse,  for,  since  my  school  days  my  at- 
tempts at  composition  have  been  mostly  confined  to  friendly 
correspondence,  and  I  felt  incapable  of  writing  anything 
worthy  to  grace  the  fair  pages  of  our  College  journal. 

But  since  the  coming  of  that  letter  my  mind  has  been  so 
busy  with  memories  of  the  past.  My  heart  has  so  turned  to 
my  Alma  Mater  that  I  feel  I  must  embrace  this  opportunity 
ol  speaking,  through  our  Recorder,  to  those  who — al- 
though years  and  distance  have  separated  us — mav  still  re- 
lain  some  recollection  of  the  least  of  our  little  band  of  three. 

As  I  look  back  over  my  four  years  of  college  life  and  re- 
member what  I  used  to  be — with  all  a  girl's  dreams  and 
lofty  ambitions ;  her  deep  convi6\ions  and  unalterable  (?) 
determinations  in  regard  to  life;  her  firm  faith  in  girls  and 
girlish  friendships;  her  briglit  anticipations  for  the  future; 
and  then  ponder  over  the  present  ego — I  feel  like  exclaim- 
ing with  the  little  old  woman  of  Mother  Goose  fame,  "I  won- 
der if  it  can  be  I?"  In  this  connection  there  comes  to  my 
mind  a  few  words  from  Saxe's  poem,  "A  Reflective  Retro- 
spect." 

".\h,  me  !  What  changes  lime  has  wrought, 

And  how  predictions  have  miscarried  1 
i\  few  have  reached  the  goal  they  sought, 
And  some  are  dead,  and  some  are  married." 

I  remember  with  pleasure  our  delightful  lessons  in  Rhetor- 
ic, History  and  Political  Ecnnomy,under  the  wise  guidance  o( 
our  dear  Miss  Pelletreau.  With  equal  pleasure  I  recall  our 
investigations  in  the  fields  of  Metaphysics — Jed  by  "the 
best  man  in  the  world, "Mr.  Fisher.  Very  pleasant  were  cer- 
tain few  mornings  when  I,  being  the  only  representative  of 
our  class  present,  Mr.  Fisher  would  lay  aside  the  text-book 
to  answer  at  length  some  of  my  puzzled  questions.  I 
think  compassionately  of  my  desperate,  almost  unavailing 
struggles  with  the  sciences—especially  Mineralogy,  while  I 
don't  forget  our  fun  in  the  labratory. 

I  must  not  slight  Mathematics — always  a  pleasant  study 
to  me.  I  took  great  delight  in  "Trig,"  particularly  upon 
those  occasions  when  an  hour's  search  for  a  mistake  in  one 
problem  brought  to  light  some  triflng  matter  in  addition  or 
sublradtion.  Truly  one  of  the  chief  advantages  in  such 
studies  is  the  discipline  to  which  the  mind  is  subjeflcd 
thereby-  Nor  have  I  forgotten  my  Latin  quite,  for  I  still  re- 
member two  or  three  quotations  from  Horace,  and  these  I 
use  whenever  opportunity  offers.  I  rather  incline  lo  the  be- 
lief that  I  was  a  fair  French  scholar,  although  Madame 
would  never  believe  me  to  be  more  than  a  bungler.  I  re- 
member she  asked  me  once,  in  great  wrath,  (and  much  to 
the  amusement  of  Miss  Pelletreau)  if  I  was  a  Dutclmian  ! 

How  "the  faces  of  old  companions,  stealing  out  of  the  past 
once  more"  come  up  before  me  as  I  write  !  How  I  long  for 
"the  days  that  are  no  more  !"  One  of  the  most  cherished  of 
my  memories  is  that  of  the  many  happy  hours  spent  in  the 
dear  old  office — the  Seniors'  sanflum  ;  where  we  studied,  re- 
cited and  talked,  as  only  girls  can.  Do  you  recall  those  talks, 
Bella,  and  our  walks  down  the  hill  together,  and  our  rests 
under  the  trees  ?  But  those  last  days  were  full  of  a  sweet 
pain,  for  we  were  beginning  to  realize  all  that  fills  the  hearts 
of  friends — 

"  When  first  they  feel  with  secret  pain, 
Tlicir  lives  thenceforth  have  separate  ends, 
And  never  can  be  one  again." 

I  remember  how  I  used  to  be  divided  between  admiration 
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for  our  noble  classmate,  Kitty,  and  fear  that  her  superiority 
would  win  for  her  more  love  from  Bella  than  I  could  have. 
But  I  could  ramble  on  indefinitely  at  this  rate,  and  so  lose, 
if  I  have  not  already  lost,  any  chance  of  ever  again  being  in- 
vited to  "contribute"  to  the  Rfxorder. 

1  regret  my  necessary  absence  from  this,  as  from  other 
meetings  of  our  Alumnte,  but  I  send  loving  greetings  to  Miss 
Pelletreau  and  all  my  college  frfends.  and  my  best  wishes  to 
the  incoming  class  of  "87.  May  our  dear  Alma  Mater  be 
blessed  abundantly  to  the  good  of  all  who  shall  in  the  future 
grow  up  within  her  walls— even  as  her  memory  is  blessed  to 
us  who  have  stepped  out  from  her  care  into  the  cares  and 
responsibilities  of  womanhood. 

Oasso/'Sa.  Esther  D.  Reynolds. 


A  iettler  for  the  Pennsylvania  Female  College  little  folks, 
especially  those  belonging  to  '75. 

Sewicklev,  Pa.,  May  16.  1887. 
My  Dear  Nieces  and  Nephews;— Most  of  you  I  have 
never  seen,  but,  for  all  that,  I  have  been  thinking  about  all 
of  you  lately,  and  it  strikes  me  that  it  is  time  somebody 
should  put  a  letter  in  the  Recorder  just  for  you  :  it  don't 
seem  right  that  the  mammas  should  have  all  the  letters, 
does  it? 

I  want  to  tell  you  about  Patrick  and  Peter,  two  lltde  fel- 
lows who  interest  me  so  much  that  I  take  it  for  granted  you 
will  like  to  hear  about  them.  One  day  about  six  weeks  ago 
Bayard  and  Lucy,  two  young  friends  who  know  pretty  well 
what  I  tike  to  do,  called  to  see  if  I  would  go  to  the  pond 
with  them  for  tadpoles.  While  I  think  of  it  I  must  tell  you 
wJiat  we  saw  as  we  were  going  through  the  fields.  Not  long 
before  the  fields  had  been  "  burnt  over,"  so  that  the  ground 
was  almost  bare,  and  there  we  saw  little  tracks  crossing  each 
other  in  every  direction,  about  as  wide  as  the  track  of  a 
wheelbarrow.  What  do  you  suppose  they  were  ?  They 
were  the  paths  worn  by  the  field-mice  and  other  small  ani- 
mals running  back  and  forth  to  get  food  for  themselves  and 
their  little  ones,  and,  perhaps,  visiting  each  other  in  the  even- 
ings, after  the  babies  were  put  to  bed.  You  know  they  don't 
have  any  evening  paper  to  read,  or  any  gas-light  to  read 
by,  so  they  really  have  no  way  of  amusing  themselves  after 
dark  except  by  visiting.  Perhaps  I  should  not  say  that  they 
have  HO  gas-light ;  the  natural  gas  wells  back  of  the  village 
make  a  splendid  light  wlien  they  are  burning,  but  they  have 
been  shut  off  for  several  months.  After  all,  come  to  think  of 
it,  mice  and  toads  couldn'l  lead  even  if  they  had  ever  so 
many  books  and  the  brightest  electric  light,  could  they? 

We  looked  at  the  Utile  paths  and  tiie  openings  they  led  to 
— for  these  field-people  have  a  fashion  of  leaving  their  front 
doors  wide  open — and  then  we  went  on  to  the  pond  and  be- 
gan to  look  about  for  something  to  catch  in  the  scoop-net 
and  take  home  in  the  bucket  we  had  brought  with  us.  I  wish 
I  could  tell  you  all  the  fun  we  had,  how  Bayard  went  out  in 
an  old  boat,  and  got  wet  up  to  his  knees,  trying  to  find  a  frog 
that  was  making  a  queer  noise  under  die  water,  and  how  we 
all  three  scooped  and  fished  around  till  we  were  nearly  burnt 
up  in  the  hot  sun.  But  1  have  just  been  counting  the  words 
in  a  column  of  the  Recorder  and  find  that,  if  I  am  not 
careful,  this  letter  will  be  too  long  to  print  and  then  you 
would  never  hear  about  Patrick  and  Peter. 

When  we  came  home  we  had  two  lizards,  several  tadpoles. 


some  frogs'  eggs  and  water  planls.  I  hadn't  room  then  for 
a  lizard.  I  have  since  got  a  large  fish-globe— but  I  took  two 
fruit  jars  and  put  in  them  mud  and  water  from  the  pond. 
and  then  two  tadpoles  and  some  eggs  and  plants.  The  plants 
were  to  keep  the  water  fit  for  the  tadpoles  to  live  in.  They 
sent  up  from  their  leaves  bright  bubbles  of  oxygen,  and  o.xy- 
gen  is  what  tadpoles  need. 

Have  you  ever  seen  frogs'  eggs  ?  They  are  round  and  clear 
like  glass,  and  a  dozen  or  so  of  them  are  made  into  a  cluster 
with  something  like  transparent  jelly.  Each  has  a  little  black 
ball  in  it  and,  as  I  watched  mine,  I  saw  these  balls  changing 
shape  every  day  till  they  were  no  longer  balls,  but  little  tad- 
poles inside  the  eggs.  Then  they  began  to  wriggle  and 
squirm,  and  pretty  soon  wriggled  themselves  out  of  the  eggs 
and  the  jelly,  and  swam  around  in  the  water.  They  had  fine, 
feathery  things  called  gills,  on  each  side,  buttbesesoon  went 
away,  and  the  taddies  looked  like  tiny  black  fishes  with  gold 
eyes.  It  is  sad  that  they  should  be  so  wicked,  but  these  lit- 
tle tads  fought  with  each  other  till  there  were  only  a  few  left, 
and  by  an  accident  these  were  thrown  out  and.  of  course,  died. 
I  was  very  sorry  indeed,  but  I  couldn't  help  it  ;  all  I  could 
do  was  to  pretend  that  two  of  them  had  lived,  and  had 
grown  up  into  Patrick  and  Peter.  These  were  the  two 
larger  tadpoles  I  had  brought  from  the  pond.  Patrick's 
body  was  now  about  an  inch  in  length,  and  his  tail  twice  as 
long  as  that.  (How  long  was  he  altogether?  Can  some  of 
you  older  boys  and  girls  tell?)  Peter  was  a  little  smaller. 
Botli  looked  very  much  like  minnows,  and  Peter  still  does, 
but  Patrick  !  you  sliould  see  how  he  has  changed.  First  two 
dark  marks  appeared,  and  we  wondered  if  they  could  be  his 
hind  legs  beginning  to  come.  Slowly  lliey  increased  till  they 
had  a  good  start,  and  then— you  never  saw  anything  grow  so 
fast.  In  a  few  weeks  his  legs  were  longer  than  his  body,  and 
each  foot  had  five  toes,  with  webs  between  them  to  help 
Patrick  swim.  AH  this  tin.e  he  had  no  forelegs,  but  we 
noticed  two  lumps  growing  just  back  of  his  head,  and  at 
last  one  day  my  sister  called  to  me,  "  Patrick  has  one  fore- 
leg !"  Sure  enough,  there  he  was,  paddling  like  mad  >vith 
three  legs,  but,  naturally,  not  going  very  straight.  At  his 
left  side  was  a  little  hole  in  the  skin,  with  what  looked  !i!:e 
an  elbow  sticking  out  of  it.  When  I  tickled  Pat,  he  twitched 
the  elbow  in  a  little,  but  only  to  thrust  it  farther  out,  and 
soon  we  found  him  with  all  his  legs  as  fine  as  could  be,  his 
front  feet  having  only  four  toes.  As  soon  as  his  forelegs  were 
out  Pat's  tail  began  to  fade  away.  It  was  on  last  Wednesday 
they  came  and  now  it  is  Monday  and  the  tail  is  hardly  hall  as 
long  and  broad  as  it  was. 

Another  curious  thing  Pat's  mouth  was  a  little  round  open- 
ing, which  got  a  funny  fringed  under-lip  that  hung  down  as 
if  he  couldn't  close  it ;  but  the  day  after  the  forelegs  came  I 
looked  at  him  and,  would  you  believe  it,  his  mouth  was  just 
like  a  big  frogs  only  it  wouldn't  open  so  wide.  Since  then  it 
has  split  wider,  and  now  he  can  sit  for  an  hour  at  a  lime  on 
a  little  platform  in  his  globe  and  breath  the  air.  He  couldn't 
do  that  till  he  got  his  big  mouth.  Soon  he  will  need  to  be 
fed  with  worms  and  insects,  and  then  1  shall  be  kept  busy. 
He  loves  to  be  out  of  water;  I  think  it  makes  him  feel  grown 
up.  When  I  put  my  finger  under  him  he  climbs  up,  and 
even  gives  a  funny  gulp  or  cluck.  I  think  next  thing  he  will 
begin  to  sing.  Won't  it  be  delightful  when  he  can  sit  on  a 
stick  and  sing"  pee-e-eep,"  just  the  same  as  the  little  frogs 
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in  the  ponds,  whose  voices  in  the  spring  sound  like  silver 
sleigh  bells. 

Now,    little  people,    I    have    written  you    a  long    letter. 
Would't  some  of  you  like  to  write  to  me  at  Sewickley  and 
tell  me  about  yourselves  and  your  pets  ?     Give  my  love  to 
your  mammas  ;   I  hope  I  may  see  some  of  them  in  June. 
Your  Affectionate  AuNT  Jennie. 


Bethlehem,  Pa.,  May  i8,  '87. 

Dear  Alumn.-e: — It  is  a  great  consolation  to  know  that 
if  I  cannot  possibly  be  present  at  the  most  delightful 
of  places,  at  the  most  delightful  of  times— the  dear  old 
Alma  Mater  on  Alumnae  day — I  can  at  least  send  to 
you  a  greeting  through  that  satisfactory  and  laudable 
institution,  the  Recorder.  Of  course  the — no — I  was 
going  to  indulge  mj'self  in  reminiscences,  but  I  know  you 
are  all  doing  that  among  yourselves  now,  so  my  small  quota 
would  be  quite  lo.st,  as  I  know  by  experience  that  with  your 
collecfted  force,  you  will  call  up  more  old  college  stories  of 
scrapes,  trials,  fun,  e.xaminalions,  etc.,  in  five  minutes  than 
could  be  written  in  weeks,  I  will  forbear,  therefore,  and  tell 
yon  instead  what  I  am  doing  and  where  I  am.  Well,  in 
Belhleliem,  Pennsylvania;  but  sometimes  I  become  rather 
confused  in  my  mind  as  to  whether  I  am  living  in  a  modern 
town  of  the  nineteenth  century  or  an  antique  one  of  the  sev- 
enteenth. In  liiat  old  part  of  the  town  wheie  the  Moravi- 
ans, who  belonged  to  the  great  wave  of  Palatine  immigration, 
first  settled,  you  catch  glimpses  of  little  old  homes  and  parts 
of  streets  quaint  and  picturesque,  which  might  easily  lead 
you  to  believe  that  by  turning  a  street  corner,  you  liad,  in 
some  marvelous  manner,  wandered  into  a  sleepy  Dutch 
town,  and  skipped  the  trifling  space  of  two  centuries. 

However  turn  another  corner  and — behold !  you  once 
more  meet  the  rush  and  hurry  of  to-day,  and  reluctantly  ac- 
knowledge that  you  have  only  been  seeing  a  part  ofa  town 
which  has  not  yet  succumbed  to  the  vandalism  which  sacri- 
fices everything  to  money  making;  which  prefers  tawdry 
lath  and  plaster  houses  to  those  built  after  the  manner  and 
custom  ofa  day  that  is  past.  Almost  ail  of  these  Moravian 
houses  have  been  torn  down  or  modernized  beyond  recogni- 
tion, but  in  one  street,  however,  we  see  them  just  as  they 
were  built.  Long  rows  of  them  on  either  side  of  the  street 
made  of  Potsdam  sandstone,  of  which  there  are  inexhausti- 
ble quarries  in  this  vicinity.  These  Sister  and  Brother  houses 
as  they  are  called,  are  where  formerly  most  of  the  Moravi- 
ans lived,  forming  large  families  united  in  ever3'thing. — 
working,  planning  together,  truly  Unilas  Frairum.  Their 
custom  being  to  ])lacc  all  children,  as  soon  as  they  were  old 
enough  to  leave  their  parents,  in  these  houses,  according  to 
their  sex,  to  be  brought  up  in  the  customs  and  faith  of  their 
Church,  thus  leaving  the  parents  free  to  serve  the  Lord  and 
do  the  good  work  required  of  them  either  as  missionaries 
abroad  or  at  home.  Of  course  these  customs  have  been 
much  modified  by  time,  and  these  houses  are  used  now  only 
for  any  of  the  unmarried  sisters  belonging  to  the  Church  and 
not  having  a  home  of  her  own.  It  is  very  interesting  to 
wander  through  one  of  the  "Sister  Houses."  The  rooms  all 
opening  into  long  corridors,  the  floors  of  which  are  polished 
until  every  footstep  is  refleCled ;  quaint  old  cupboards  and 
safes  standing  outside  the  door,  which  when  you  knock  will 
be  opened  by  quaint  old  ladies,  who  look  as  though  they 


had  been  made  purposely  to  match  the  surroundings  ;  old 
furniture  in  the  rooms  which  would  make  a  collector  of  the 
antique  sigh  with  envy.  Wonderful  specimens  of  needle- 
work are  shown  you,  and,  in  conneiflion  with  that,  the  room 
where  Pulaski's  banner  was  worked  and  where  Longfellow 
wrote  his  poem  of  that  name.  I  am  afraid  the  poem  is  rath- 
er more  ofa  flow  of  poetical  license  than  a  strict  adherance 
to  the  literal  truth,  for  the  "aisles"  and  "dim  religious 
light"  of  which  it  speaks,  are  certainly  a  mythe,  the  Moravi- 
ans never  having  dealt  in  that  style  of  thing,  all  their  ways 
and  modes  of  life  being  extremely  plain  and  simple.  Even 
their  marriage  and  giving  in  marriage,  generally  looked  up- 
on in  a  romantic  light,  was  conducted  on  purely  business 
principles.  A  young  man  arriving  at  the  age  when  it  was 
deemed  advisable  that  he  should  take  a  partner  for  life,  the 
case  was  presented  to  the  council  and  tfiey  chose  for  him 
a  suitable  maiden.  Rather  a  summary  way  of  disposing  of 
people,  it  is  true,  but  at  the  same  time  it  must  have  saved  an 
immense  amount  of  trouble.  But  these  people,  although  so 
plain,  have,  from  the  very  simplicity,  purity  and  beauty  of 
their  lives,  many  legends  and  traditions  of  romantic  inter- 
est connected  with  them. 

All  of  them  musicians,  music  is  interwoven  with  their 
customs  and  lives.  The  one  instrument  which  above  all 
others  seems  to  be  identified  with  them  and  to  possess  for 
them  a  special  virtue  is  the  trombone.  The  trombonists 
holding  honored  positions  long  years,  and  then  being  suc- 
ceeded by  their  sons;  much  of  the  wind  music  not  having 
any  written  score,  but  handed  down  from  father  to  son  as 
did  the  minstrels  of  old.  When  any  of  the  community  die 
the  old  trombonists  ascend  the  tower  of  the  church  and  with 
their  trombones  pointing  in  the  direction  of  the  death,  play 
a  hymn.  By  the  music  of  this  every  one  can  tell  who  has 
died,  whether  man  or  youth,  matron  or  maid,  each  of  them 
having  a  particular  hymn  which  is  always  played  at  this 
time  and  at  their  love  feasts.  In  their  graveyard  they  show 
the  same  simplicity,  each  new  grave  being  made  beside  the 
last  one  to  show  that  there  is  no  distimnion  in  death,  marked 
only  with  a  flat  stone  with  name  inscribed.  On  some  stones 
you  see  written  the  single  word  "  Beatus,"  which  is  the  beau- 
tiful way  they  have  of  marking  the  graves  of  little  children 
who  have  died  without  baptism.  You  also  find  many  Indian 
names  with  the  Christian  one  written  below  the  other,  and 
among  them  that  oi  the  "  Last  of  the  Mohigans,"  for  whom 
Cooper  lias  aroused  our  interests  and  sympathies.  The 
story  of  the  Moravians'  work  in  christianizing  the  Indians 
is  touching  and  rife  with  hosts  of  legends  and  traditions.  It 
is  a  singular  fa<5t  that  while  the  neighboring  settlements  suf- 
fered terribly  from  massacres  Bethlehem  was  never  disturbed 
and  has  not  left  in  any  of  her  annals  the  stories  of  those  hor- 
rors. 11,  in  wandering  about  this  lovely  valley,  you  should 
happen  to  rest  at  a  certain  farm,  they  will  tell  you  how  the 
farm  is  called  the  "Walking  Grant;"  how  it  was  given  to 
an  ancestor  by  the  Indians  on  condition  that  he  would 
walk  over  a  certain  amount  of  ground  between  sunrise  and 
sunset ;  how  the  man  walked  the  distance  in  the  given  lime< 
the  Indians  riding  after  to  se.;  that  it  was  fairly  done;  and 
how  the  Indians,  delighted  at  his  pluck,  gave  him  as  a  proof 
of  their  admiration  another  large  piece  of  ground  tacked  on 
to  the  original.  Half  way  up  the  mountains  in  a  spot  suffi- 
ciently wild  and  wierd  to  give  local  coloring  to  the  tale.  You 
find  near  some  Indian  mounds  a  vestige  of  a  ruin  which 


ALUMNAE  RECORDER. 


II 


gives  evidence  of  a  former  dwelling,  and  which  they  say  was 
the  abode  of  an  anchorite,  an  alchemist,  who  spent  his  life 
liere  hunling  among  the  Indians,  in  whose  possession  he  be- 
lieved it  to  be,  for  the  secret  of  the  philosopher's  stone  and 
of  aqua  viUe.  The  story  reminds  one  forcibly  of  Haw- 
thorne's "  Septiinus  Felton,"  and  leads  one  to  conjecture 
whether  he  found  here  the  ideas  and  main  plot  of  his  unfin- 
ished tale. 

Many  historical  associations  cluster  about  the  memory  of 
the  old  "Crown"  inn,  torn  down  some  lime  since  to  make 
place  for  the  invading  steel  rail.  It  was  built  on  a  grant  of 
land  given  originally  by  William  Penn  to  his  sister,  and 
called  on  account  of  its  situation  across  the  river  "The 
Tavern  over  ye  Water."  We  find  among  its  chronicles 
mention  of  Washington  and  other  illustrious  persons  con- 
neifted  with  the  Revolution,  So  many  stories  and  anecdotes 
are  told  of  them  that  it  is  not  hard  to  imagine  Washington 
strolling  through  the  quiet  streets ;  John  Hancock  and 
Samuel  Adams,  the  outlawed  patriots,  sitting  in  the  chapel 
with  their  Moravian  brethren  ;  or  Lafayette,  who  had  come 
here  to  nurse  his  wounded  leg,  grow  better  under  the  peace 
and  beauty  of  his  surroundings.  But  to  ramble  on  in  this 
way  will  certainly  exhaust  your  patience  and  cause  you  lo 
wish  I  had  not  indulged  in  the  reminiscences,  so  I  will  stop 
at  once  and  try  and  persuade  myself  that  I  am  just  as  happy 
in  sending  this  letter  as  I  would  be  in  seeing  you  all  and 
talking  to  you.  It  will  require  a  great  amount  of  persuad- 
ing, however,  and  "make  believe  "  thrown  into  the  bargain, 
to  accomplish  it.  Even  then  I  am  doubtful  of  the  result. 
Best  wishes  that  this  Alunnue  day  will  be  most  successful, 
love  lo  '84,  and  greetings,  congratulations,  and  welcome 
lo  '87.  M.  Elizabeth  Thurston,  '84. 

BiLi.Y. — Aged  34  years. 

Dear  familiar  name  to  all  who  have  ever  attended  the 
Pennsylvania  Female  College  ! 

At  the  time  our  beloved  Alma  Mater  was  organized,  Billy 
became  indeiitified  with  her  history.  He  was  then  adlive 
and  handsome,  aged  iS.  Matriculating  with  the  first  class, 
lie  faithfully  performed  all  duties  assigned  him,  completing 
his  course  with  high  honor  and  winning  the  admiration  of 
Faculty  and  friends. 

.  We  need  not  enlarge  upon  the  scholarly  attainments  of 
one  so  well  and  favorably  known;  with  charafteristic  fidelity 
he  embraced  all  advantages  offered  by  the  curriculum  and 
was  much  benifited  by  years  of  association  with  members  of 
the  learned  Faculty. 

College  honor  interests,  and  dignity  lay  very  close  to 
Billy's  heart  as  was  evidenced  by  his  prudent,  decorous  de- 
portment when  abroad. 

Tender  and  intimate  was  the  friendship  between  the  Pres- 
ident and  Billy. 

Beginning  many  years  ago  it  continued  to  the  close  of  his 
life,  an  incessant  pleasure  to  both  of  them. 

Togctlier  they  went  on  many  errands  of  love  and  mercy, 
often,  too,  on  missions  of  sternest  duly,  in  all  of  which  Billy 
was  keenly  in  sympatliy  with  the  anxiety  of  his  friend.  Prof. 
Moriarty  and  Captain,  too,  were  his  daily  companions  and 
trusted  associates. 

Billy  enjoyed  those  rare  privileges  which  are  but  day- 
dreams to  ihe  "Preps"  and  Freshmen  and  seldom  accorded 
to  staid  and  sober  Seniors. 


Bells  called  him  not  to  duty,  the  stone  bridge  daily  re- 
sounded his  stately  tread,  the  Avenue  to  him  was  not  forbid- 
den ground,  nor  the  city  the  culmination  of  prohibitory 
enaiflments.  Truly  he  was  worthy  of  the  confidence  reposed 
in  him,  for  College  records  make  no  mention  of  disobedience 
on  Billy's  part  or  of  interviews  with  the  Facultv. 

Many  have  been  the  changes  in  the  College  administra- 
tion since  Billy  came  to  College  Hill  and  now  he  too  has 
gone  to  rest. 

After  fourteen  years  of  faithful  service,  he  became  emer- 
itus through  the  liberality  of  a  friend.  For  two  years  he 
enjoyed  this  cessation  from  toil,  ending  his  days  amid  the 
happy  scenes  he  loved  so  well.  That  he  rests  not  on  Col- 
lege grounds  we  all  deplore,  yet  we  trust  his  rest  is  none 
less  sweet  where  ever  his  grave  may  be. 

Billy  has  gone  and  one  more  tie  is  severed. 

Sic  transit  gloria  mundi. 

M.  D.  Clark. 

Class  of  ^Ss. 

'S2-'87,  five  years  of  joy,  of  sorrow,  mostly,  however,  of 
joy.  It  seems  hard  to  realize  that  already  so  long  a  time  has 
gone  by  since  we  were  together  at  school.  What  a  happy 
faculty  of  the  mind  it  is  that  blots  out  gently  from  the  tablets 
of  memory  all  the  disagreeable  features  of  our  past  and  leaves 
only  enough  to  make  a  background  for  happy,  joyous  mem- 
ories. There  was  a  considerable  of  hum-drum  grind  in  those 
days  with  extra  large  cream  pufl^s  but  once  a  week,  but  there 
were  also  the  joys  of  "  Sneak  Alley,"  the  delights  of  the 
pickles  surreptitiously  extracted  from  the  cellar  stores,  and  the 
pleasure  of  over-stepping  any  and  every  rule  just  because  it 
was  a  rule.  And  the  friendship  of  their  strength  augmented 
by  the  lapse  of  time  is  their  best  eulogy.  They  are  unique, 
not  lo  be  duplicated  in  after  life.  'Tis  then  we  make  our 
friends  who,  though  lost  to  us  lor  a  time,  are  always,  every- 
where preeminently  our  friends,  because  "  I  went  to  school 
with  her." 

The  class  of'Sa  looks  back  over  the  five  intervening  years 
to  see  a  breach  in  the  ranks,  to  mark  the  absence  of  her  by 
us  beloved  above  all  others.  We  saw  her  first  abstracted 
from  our  graduation  day,  and  then  slowly  but  surely  fade 
away  as  snow  upon  Ihe  mountains  before  the  summer  sun. 
It  seems  so  unnatural  to  die  in  youth,  and  yet  what  joys 
could  earth  hope  to  furnish  that  she  might  outbid  heaven  for 
her  presence.  Her's  the  loss  is  not,  but  those  who  loved  her 
best,  and  of  these  it  is,  and  ever  will  be,  ours.  Another  has, 
however,  almost  gone  from  us,  and  we  see  her  never  and  hear 
of  her  seldom,  our  "beloved  musician."  When  last  heard 
of  she  was  successfully  pursuing  herstudies  in  Boston,  The 
rest  of  us  have  clung  close  about  our  college  roof  tree,  one 
apparently  engrafted  thereon,  and  all  fearful  to  leave  its  pro- 
tection farther  than  a  safe  relreaiing  distance.  Our  valedic- 
torian and  ourlesser  lights  are  shining  in  close  proximity  to 
the  central  luminary.  Your  corre.'ipondent  has  probably 
kept  you  fully  informed  of  her  movements,  and  so  needs  not 
review  her  course  sincegraclualion.  To  gloat  over  our  "  be- 
lated" sisters  is  far  from  my  purpose,  for  I  know  that  had 
you  been  as  easily  pleased  you  might  all  have  been  married 
long  since,  but  I  wish  to  mention  what  must  ever  lie  nearest 
a  mother's  heart,  my  boy.  Perhaps  I  flatter  myself  too 
much  in  thinking  him  a  model  class  boy,  but  if  you  think  me 
overvaunting,  doubting  Nathaniel's,  come  and  see.     It  used 
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to  seem  a  wearisome  task  all  that  abstruse  psycology,  but  I 
find  lliat  the  growth  ol"  the  sense,  preceptions  and  kindred 
themes  are  wortiiy  of  attention  and  do  come  in  convenient 
by  and  by.  Perhaps  lie  will  be  saved  many  a  "  private  in- 
terview,' by  this  knowledge,  and  liave  a  sincere  cause  for  re- 
joicing that  his  mother  was  college  bred. 

Hoping  lo  see  you  all  where  open  wide  the  porlals  sland 

And  welcome  sounds  on  every  hand 
As  lo  the  gates  we  come. 

Where  plenty  on  the  festal  board 

Opeslo  the  hungry  treasures  stored 
To  glad  our  coming  home. 

Where  friends  with  friends  swcel  converse  hold 

Renew  the  tlays  as  wlicn  of  old 

We  gathere<l  nealh  its  dome. 

Fannve  M.  Porter. 
Class  'S2.  

Pasafjena,  Cal.,  April  nth,  1S87. 

Dear  Recorder: — A  "gentle  reminder"  from  your  edi- 
tors, in  shape  of  a  postal-card,  lies  before  me,  rejoicing  my 
heart  with  the  pleasant  thought  embodied  in  the  old  line 
"Tlio'  lost  to  sight,  lo  Memory  dear."  I  quite  realize,  that 
in  this  matter  ofbeing  remembered,  I  am  no  exception  to 
the  rule,  as  many  old  P.  F.  C.  girls  will  attest — for  it  is  rath- 
er a  peculiarity  of  yours,  isn't  it,  dear  old  Recorder,  to  re- 
member all  your  friends  about  this  time  of  the  year  with  the 
supplicating  little  messages  which  really  touch  one's  heart! 

Well,  we  can  easily  understand  this,  knowing,  as  we  do, 
that  your  life  depends  largely,  as  many  other  lives  do,  on 
the  remembrance  and  friendly  offices  of  friends.  I  should  be 
glad  if  more  of  the  old  girls  would  realize  tliisand  send  some 
message,  short  or  long,  to  your  pages  ;  this  would  make  the 
Recorder  far  more  valuable  to  every  one  of  it's  readers. 

My  letter  from  Pasadena  last  year  was  so  exhaustive  (!) 
that  I  fear  there  will  be  little  that  is  new  or  interesting  to 
speak  of  in  this.  I  can  say,  however,  that  the  "first 
glamour"  exercised  over  one  by  this  delightful  climate  and 
country  Ijses  little  of  its  force  as  the  months  roll  on.  Our 
prolonged  visit  has  seemed  like  the  passing  of  a  long  sum- 
mer day,  with  new  beauties  and  delights  scattered  through 
every  hour,  and  as  we  turn  our  faces  Eastward  and  home- 
ward, regret  for  what  we  are  leaving  behind,  tempers  the 
joy  we  feel  in  anticipating  the  loving  greetings  and  compan- 
ionship of  home-friends. 

Our  long  stay  has  enabled  us  to  form  an  opinion  of  our 
own  concerning  the  much  abused  "California  summer." 
Tourists,  as  a  rule,  choose  the  Winter  and  early  Spring 
monlhs  for  visiting  the  Slate,  and  by  so  doing,  of  course  es- 
cape the  most  disagreeable  weather  of  the  year  in  the  East, 
and  also,  undoubtedly  see  California  at  her  most  atlraifiive 
season.  The  mere  contrast  which  it  presents  to  the  bluster- 
ing, bitter  weather  of  the  East  constitutes  a  great  part  of  the 
charm  I  believe ;  that  pectiliar  feeling  of  exultation  which 
possesses  men  (I  say  nothing  of  women)  to  write  home  to 
frozen-nosed  friends  shivering  in  pipe-bursted  houses,  about 
the  delightful  sunshine  and  flowers,  strawberries  and  sea- 
'  bathing  which  they  are  enjoying  in  this  "glorious  climate  of 
California."  And  certainly  there  is  a  temptation  in  this  di- 
re(5iion,  as  it  is  hard  to  exaggerate  the  beauty  of  California 
winters. 

But  the  summer  also  is  pleasant,  under  certain  conditions. 
If  during  the  winter  season,  there  has  been  sufficient  rain  to 


pack  down  the  dust  on  ranche  and  highway,  then  the  summer 
months  are  pleasant,  for  tho'  the  landscape  turns  brown 
under  the  hot  sun  and  lack  of  moisture,  the  air  is  clear,  and 
the  cool  ocean  breeze  comes  in  regularly  every  afternoon, 
and  if  the  middle  of  the  day  is  very  warm,  even  in  a  niulle 
dress,  the  nights  are  sufficiently  cool  to  warrant  heavy  cov- 
ering on  one's  bed,  and  sleep  is  always  refreshing.  Then 
the  summer  fruits  are  delicious, — one  can  willingly  give  up 
oranges  (which  ripen  in  the  winter)  if  their  place  is  supplied 
with  plums,  pears,  figs,  nectarines,  apricots,  and  the  largest, 
most  delicious  peaches  one  can  imagine. 

Ripe  figs  are  said  to  be  very  healthful,  and,  also,  it  is  said 
that  the  taste  for  them  has  to  be  cultivated.  I  made  a  brave 
efibrr  in  this  direction  and  failed,  but  I  must  confess  that  a 
ripe  fig  is  preferable  to  a  ripe  olive.  [N.  B. — Explanation 
given  by  any  one  who  has  visited  California  in  olive  season 
and  been  cruelly  deceived.] 

Los  Angeles  and  Pasadena  people  spend  their  summers  in 
various  ways.  Many  camping  parlies  are  formed  for  moun- 
tain, sea-shore  or  Catalina  Island,  thirty  miles  at  sea,  and 
though  the  large  hotels  at  the  various  resorts  are  always  well 
filled,  camping  seems  to  be  the  favorite  recreation  of  Califor- 
nians.  They  seem  to  fall  into  unconventional  occupations 
and  costumes  as  easily  as  a  "  fish  into  water,"  and  the  more 
perilous  the  mountain  trail,  rougher  the  siu'f — and  costume, 
the  more  they  seem  to  enjoy  themselves.  Canvass  shoes  and 
dresses,  b.Tthing  suits,  tennis  hats  and  big  white  rombreros 
are  seen  eveiywhere — anything  that  will  stand  sun,  dust  and 
wear  and  tear;  everyone  is  sunburned  and  healthy  looking, 
and  "go-as-you-please"  seems  to  be  the  general  sentiment, 
and  it  is  all  charmingly  novel  and  delightful. 

We  spent  a  short  time  at  Santa  Monica  in  July,  at  one  of 
hotels,  and  enjoyed  looking  at  and  playing  in  llie  blue  Pacific. 
A  month  later,  I  spent  a  week  with  Fanny  Wills,  at  the  same 
place,  sharing  the  pretty  tent  which  she  had  unlurled  on 
Ocean  Avenue  and  "camping"  with  the  luxiirj'  of  a  good 
Chinese  cook,  Mrs.  Wills'  faithful  "  Yong,"  from  her  home 
in  the  city.  We  ate  his  delicious  clam-chowder,  strolled  on 
the  blulT,  bathed,  played  tennis  and  whist  and  watched  the 
sun,  at  evening,  slip  gently  down  into  the  golden  waves  of 
old  Pacific  as  if  it,  too,  wanted  to  "cool  off"  in  its  refreshing 
waters, 

Yes,  the  summer  was  delightful,  and  I  am  afraid  I  shall 
quarrel  now  willi  those  who  do  not  agree  with  me.  I  wish 
I  could  do  juslice  lo  some  of  the  delightful  little  pic-nics  we 
have  had  tliis  winter  in  the  mountain  canons,  of  our  drives 
through  this  beautiful  valley,  which  is  being  settled  so  rap- 
idly, our  glimpses  into  the  old  San  Gabriel  Mission  Church, 
with  its  quaint  old  altar  and  paintings.  The  view  from  the 
"  Raymond  Hill "  at  South  Pasadena,  where  the  great  new 
hotel  "  Raymond  "  stands — built  by  Boston  men.  I  caimot 
do  lliem  all  juslice,  and  besides,  I  am  hoping  that  Flora  Mc- 
Knight  will  give  you  some  of  her  California  experiences  and 
impressions,  and  I  am  sure  she  can  "  out-lalk"  me.  If  she 
resents  that  remark  she  is  now  in  a  position  to  call  on  "some- 
body" to  fight  for  her.  Il  was  like  old  limes  lo  have  Flora 
with  me,  for  even  a  few  hours.  She  seems  to  be  growing  . 
younger,  it  strikes  me,  and  must  certainly  have  found  the 
real  "  Elixir  of  Yonlh."  May  the  coming  years  bring  only 
happiness  and  blessings  in  their  wake  for  "  Folie." 

And  if  there  is  joy  in  life,  tears  also  must  fall,  ami  they 


ALUMNA  RECORDER. 


overflow  in  eyes  which  have  looked  with  affeflion  into  the 
bright,  sweet  faces  of  Mame  Scofield  and  Mary  Wighlman- 
Loved  they  were,  by  all  who  knew  them,  for  their  many 
graces  of  disposition  and  character,  and  the  hearts  of  their 
school-friends  are  adling  in  sympathy  with  those  nearer  and 
dearer  ones  who  are  left  desolate  by  their  loss. 
"  The  music  of  ihcir  lives 
Is  nowise  .stilled,  hul  blended  so  wiih  songs 
Aiound  the  throne  of  GotI,  that  our  poor  ears 
No  lon[;er  hear  it." 

I  trust  that  the  Alumns  Reunion  this  year  may  be  a  large 
and  enjoyable  one.  As  it  is  the  tenth  anniversary  of  our 
own  Class  of '77,  there  should  be  a  full  representation  of  that 
largest,  most  brilliant  [I  am  three  thousand  miles  off!]  Class 
ihat  the  College  has  ever  graduated.  I  hope  to  be  able  to 
be  present  and  will  try  to  reform  my  hostess,  Bertie  Carrier 
Wood  and  take  her  with  me. 

With  love  for  Miss  Pelletreau  and  all  of  the  old  girls — 
particularly  those  of '77,  and  with  best  wishes  for  the  future 
of  the  College  and  the  Recorder, 

I  am,  sincerely,      Sus.\N  H.  Locke,  '77. 


Rochester,  N.  Y. 

Dear  Friend  : — When  I  received  a  pleading  letter  this 
spring  from  our  editor  reminding  me  of  a  rash  promise 
made  last  summer,  to  send  a  contribution  to  this  year's  Re- 
corder, I  felt  quite  at  loss  how  to  fulfill  it.  You  know  that 
those  of  us  whose  literary  pursuits  have  been  somewhat 
crowded  to  the  back-ground,of  lale.by  domestic  cares.find  that 
our  pens  do  not  run  as  easily  as  they  used  to  do  when  kept 
in  constant  practice.  But  feeling  a  deep  sympathy  for  my 
old  class-mate  in  this  hour  of  her  distress,  I  felt  I  could  at 
least  send  you  a  letter  that  would  express  my  sincere  interest 
in  you  all,  and  in  everything  pertaining  to  our  Association. 

It  has  been  a  long  time  since  I  have  been  called  upon  for 
a  literary  produiflion — unless  it  has  been  an  occasional  ar- 
ticle for  a  Missionary  society — and  although  I  would  not  in 
the  least  depreciate  that  noble  cause,  you  will  admit  there  is 
not  much  scope  in  such  productions  to  e.xercise  one's  im- 
aginative powers,  and  little  to  cultivate  humor  or  sprightli- 
ness  in  one's  style.  There  is  only  one  direction,  now-a-days, 
where  my  imagination  may  have  full  play,  and  that  is,  com- 
posing stories  for  my  little  son's  amusement,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  you  would  be  startled,  could  you  hear  some  of  my 
flights.  With  all  this  for  an  explanation,  that  you  may 
make  due  allowance  for  my  dull  epistle,  I  shall  proceed. 

I  had  the  privilege  last  June  of  attending  the  Alumnae 
meeting  and  I  enjoyed  it  immensely.  There  is  a  fact  I  must 
speak  of  which  is  quite  a  mystery,  a  conundrum  I  cannot 
solve — and  that  is — why  such  a  large  portion  of  our  Alum- 
nae, living  in  Pittsburgh,  or  within  easy  reach  of  the  College, 
allow  so  many  of  these  meetings  to  pass  without  attending 
them,  or  showing  any  signs  of  interest  in  our  Association. 
Those  of  us  who  are  denied  this  privilege  can  only  stand 
amazed  at  such  indifference,  for  surely  our  Alma  Mater  is 
very  dear  to  each  one  of  us. 

I  would  like  to  make  a  suggestion  to  the  editors  of  the 
coming  year,  for  the  benefit  of  those  of  us  who  live  at  a  dis- 
tance. Would  it  not  be  a  good  idea  to  have  the  Minutes  of 
the  Alumnae  meetings  reported  in  full  in  the  Recorder? 
If  we  can  not  be  present,  we  do  want  to  know  what  is  done 
by  the  Society,  even  if  it  is  a  year  late  in  reaching  us,  and  it 
would  make  our  yearly  visitor  even  more  welcome. 


There  was  one  thing  impressed  me  last  year  so  much  that 
I  must  speak  of  it.  If  any  of  you  are  trying  to  delude  your- 
selves into  a  belief  that  you  are  not  growing  older,  that  you 
are  almost  as  young  as  ever,  just  go  to  the  reunion  and  you 
will  soon  have  this  delusion  thoroughly  dispelled.  There  is 
nothing  makes  one  realize  the  flight  of  time  more  fully  than 
to  see  among  the  members  of  the  Alumnae  girls,  who  were  in 
the  primary  department  when  yon  graduated,  but  who  have 
not  only  finished  school,  but  many  of  them  married  and 
having  children  of  their  own  to  educate  (even  if  they  have 
not  yet  reached  the  P.  F.  C.) 

I  will  tell  you  a  secret,  dear  Recorder,  may  be  Ihat  ex- 
plains why  so  many  old  graduates  keep  away.  None  of  us 
are  any  too  willing  to  admit  the  fleeting  years,  and  yet  how 
foolish  this  feminine  weakness  is!  If  we  are  spending  our 
lives  as  we  ought  to  do,  what  difference  is  it  if  the  world  does 
know  that  we  are  several  mile-stones  nearer  our  eternal 
home  and  reward? 

I  hope  we  shall  hear  the  good  news  in  this  edition  of  the 
Recorder  that  the  long  talked  of  and  much  needed  chapel 
is  soon  to  be  a  reality. 

Before  closing  I  must  tell  you  of  an  Alumnje  Baby-party 
we  had  last  June,  knowing  the  matrons  of  our  number,  at 
least,  will  be  interested.  Fannye  Morgan  Porter,  v/ith  her 
little  son,  entertained  Carrie  Barker  Barrett  and  her  baby 
and  myself  with  my  boy,  and  you  may  imagine  there  was  a 
great  display  of  motherly  pride  and  infantile  accomplish- 
ments. Fortunately  Fannie  Butts  and  Bessie  Barker  were 
there  to  keep  us  within  bounds  by  their  assumed  superiority 
to  all  matronly  folly.  It  was  a  day  long  to  be  remembered, 
especially  the  lime  when,  as  we  ladies  were  lunching,  there 
came  most  pathetic  and  heart-rending  cries  from  the  nursery. 
Each  mamma  flew  to  her  darling,  and  found  them  all  scream- 
ing at  the  top  of  their  voices,  with  the  nurse  standing  help- 
lessly in  the  midst.  We  all  felt  satisfied  then  and  there  that 
these  three  grandsons  of  the  P.  F.  C.  were  going  to  assert 
their  individuality  and  make  their  mark  in  the  world. 

Hoping  we  may  hear  from  many  of  you  in  the  Recorder, 
I  send  my  love  to  all  old  friends  and  a  warm  welcome  to  the 
class  of 'S7.  Westanna  McCay  Pardee. 


"WHO    AM    I?" 

I  go  lo  college  every  fall 

I  never  leavciill  May, 
I  am  quite  baki  upon  my  head, 

My  coat  is  quaker  gray. 
If  I  should  ever  graduate, 

I  don't  sec  what  they'd  do 
For  something  else  lo  swim  about 

In  college  soups,  do  you? 
I  use  no  teeth  to  masticate, 

No  lecth  are  used  on  me, 
For  I  shde  down  with  slipp'ry  ease 

Fair  throats  al  P.  F.  C. 
As  Dickens  s.^ys,  my  feet  are  cold. 

But  then  don'l  cat  me  raw. 
Suppose  for  once  you  try  me  with 

My  boon  companion,  slaw. 
I've  often  met  you  all  before 

Within  the  "  Poor  Farm  Cloistir," 
You'll  surely  guess  now  ^^'ho  I  am. 

For  I'm  "  The  College  Oyster." 

-By  a  for. 
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Whether  we  consider  the  account  of  creation,  or  glance 
down  tlie  vista  of  ages  long  past,  or  take  a  retrospective 
view  of  this  wonderful  nineteentli  century  ;  we  cannot  fail  to 
be  impressed  with  the  uniform  workings  of  great  natural 
laws,  the  methods  by  which  the  Creator  has  performed  his 
will,  not  the  least  of  which  is  the  grand  law  of  progress. 

The  biblical  narrative  recounts  progress  in  creation.  The 
vegetable  kingdom  was  provided  to  supply  man's  physical 
wants  before  man  himself,  the  higher  manifestation  of  life, 
was  created  to  enjoy  it. 

Geology  gives  us  a  history  of  the  progress  of  the  earth 
and  its  life.  It  tells  us  of  a  time  when  there  was  no  life  on 
the  globe,  then  appear  the  very  simplest  forms,  next  come 
Iiigher  gradations,  until  finally  man  is  placed  upon  the  stage 
ofaiftion,  "  a  spiritual  being— one  having  powers  to  search 
into  the  depths  of  nature  and  use  the  wealth  of  the  world  for 
his  physical,  intellectual,  and  moral  advancement,  that  he 
might  tliereby  prepare,  under  divine  aid,  for  the  new  life  in 
the  coming  future." 

According  to  this  same  general  law,  shall  we  not  conclude 
that  because  woman  vas  created  after  man  she  was,  in  some 
respedt,  his  superior  ?  My  eye  fell  upon  the  following  words 
in  an  article  in  a  recent  periodical:  "It  is  generally  con- 
ceded that  woman's  moral  and  spiritual  nature  is  higher  than 
man's."  It  is  doubtful,  however,  whether  this  sentiment  is 
as  prevalent  as  the  writer  imagined.  It  is  certainly  less 
familiar  to  us  than  the  idea  of  man's  superiority,  of  which 
we  hear  so  much. 

The  discoveries  and  improvements  in  literature,  in  science, 
and  in  all  departments  of  knowledge  together  with  the  num- 
berless inventions  of  modern  times,  convince  us  tiuit  there 
has  been  no  cessation  of  progress  during  the  present  age. 
Illustrations  of  this  are  unnecessary,  as  they  are  constantly 
presented  to  our  minds  by  the  lirerature  of  the  time,  and  are 
observable  in  our  experience.  At  an  Alumni  dinner  in 
Brooklyn  some  months  ago,  an  eminent  orator  said  :  "There 
never  has  been  a  time  when  history  was  making  so  fast  and 
on  lines  so  high  as  now." 

Nor  has  woman's  progressive  ability  ever  been  more  con- 
clusively evidenced  than  by  the  actual  attainments  which 
have  of  late  been  made  by  her.  A  notable  instance  is  af- 
forded in  the  case  of  Miss  Amelia  B.  Edwards,  of  Bristol, 
England,  who  has  from  her  youth  ranked  high  among 
workers  in  many  difterent  spheres  of  labor.  Her  merit  has 
been  so  far  recognized  that  three  American  colleges  have, 
within  the  past  year,  conferred  upon  her  honorary  degrees. 
Among  these  was  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Letters  conferred 
by  Columbia  College  at  its  centenary  celebration.  Readers 
of  the  Century  have  doubtless  noticed,  in  the  May  publica- 
tion, reference  to  her  works  in  the  realm  of  Egyptological 
criticism,  where  she  is  now  a  recognized  authority. 

Improved  educational  facilities  are  now  offered  to  students. 
Our  own  Alma  Mater  has  not  been  satisfied  with  past  suc- 
cesses, but  has  steadily  advanced  during  the  year  just  clos- 
ing. The  library  has  been  increased,  thus  affording  better 
opportunity  than  ever  before  for  extensive  reading  and  re- 
search. Old  deixirtments  have  been  more  fully  equipped 
and  new  ones  added,  so  that  now  the  curriculum  compares 
favorably  wiiii  that  of  our  first  American  colleges. 

Nor  has  evidence  of  progress  been  lacking  in  the  liistory 
of  The  Alumnae  Recorder.    This  interesting  annual  pre- 


sents added  attractions  every  year,  and  is  gradually  increas- 
ing in  size  and  merit.  We  entertain  great  hopes  for  its  future, 
while  joyfully  greeting  this  edition.  Certainly  no  one  of  us 
can  have  failed  to  observe  the  recent  amazing  development 
of  resources,  especially  in  our  own  country,  and,  nearer  still, 
in  this  city  of  Pittsburg.  The  preparation  for  many  of  these 
benefits  which  we  now  enjoy  commenced  centuries  before 
our  existence.  Gradual  but  sure  has  been  the  unfolding,  pro- 
ducing results  which  compensate  for  all  intervening  discour- 
agements. 

Each  step  of  progress  in  the  past  has  been  preparatory  to 
the  following  stage  and  so  is  it  now.  The  coming  age  will, 
doubtless,  accomplish  grander  things  than  this  one  can  con- 
ceive of,  but,  for  this  future,  the  foundation  is  now  being  laid 
upon  which  the  superstructure  must  rest.  Every  one  of  us 
has  a  part  in  the  work,  and  how  important  it  is  that  each 
stone  be  laid  with  care.  Our  appreciation  of  the  privileges 
we  enjoy  should  prove  an  incentive  to  this  end. 

These  few  brief  suggestions  of  the  general  advancement 
which  has  been  observable  in  the  past  may  serve  to  stimu- 
late us  to  greater  diligence  in  the  present,  and  impress  us 
with  the  possibilities  of  the  future. 

For,  may  we  not  reasonably  conclude  that  this  general 
law  of  progress,  so  perceptible  in  tlie  "  landscape  of  the  past," 
and  illuminating  the  present,  will  not  be  less  manifest  through 
the  revolving  years  of  future  time,  nor  the  interminable  cycles 
of  eternity.  GEOR(iiNA  G.  Neglev, 

Class  'Sj.  ^^^^_^_ 

Saugus.  Mass. 

Dear  Recorher — I  regret  very  much  my  inability  to  be 
present  at  the  P.  F,  C.  Alunin;e  meeting  for  'Sy,  but  the 
distance  renders  it  out  of  the  question  for  this  year.  How- 
ever I  hope  to  be  present  at  all  the  exercises  in  "SS. 

Being  solicited  by  one  of  your  editors  for  a  contribution 
to  your  columns,  I  promised  to  send  something  if  only  a 
greeting.  Then  began  a  mental  debate  as  to  what  would 
prove  acceptable  to  your  readers,  finally  I  concluded  a  short 
sketch  concerning  the  early  history  and  legends  of  Saugus, 
the  old  New  England  town  that  has  become  my  home  for 
the  present,  might,  perhaps  be  interesting  to  some. 

Saugus  signifies  extended  or  great,  and  was  the  name 
given  by  the  Indians  to  the  territory  comprising  what  is 
now  known  as  Lyim,  Lynnfiekl,  Reatling.  South  Reading, 
and  Saugus,  together  with  Sivanscolt  and  Nahanl,  the  popu- 
lar beach  resorts,  near  Lynn.  These  were  afterwards  sepa- 
rated from  the  original  territory  and  named  as  above,  while 
the  portion  that  furnishes  the  matter  for  this  sketch  retained 
the  old  Indian  name  of  Saugus. 

Saugus  now  comprises  six  villages,  and  boasts  of  s\x 
churches  with  two  more  in  prospect. 

Part  of  the  scene  in  Whlttier's  "  Bridal  of  Pennacook  "  is 
laid  in  Saugus. 

"  A  slury  of  the  marringc  of  ttie  Chief, 
Of  Saugus  to  the  ilusky  Wcelnmoo, 
IJaughler  of  I'assiiconaway,  who  dwelt 
In  the  old  time  ujxin  the  Merrinwck  " 

The  story  is,  briefly,  as  follows  ; 

Winnepurkit,  Sagamore  of  Saugus  chose  for  his  bride, 
Weelamoo,  the  daughter  of  the  chief  Passaconaway  of  the 
Merrimack  valley,  who  was  said  to  be  the  most  accomplished 
wizard  of  the  New  World.  The  bridal  is  celebrated  with 
great  pomp  and  ceremony,  and  Weetamoo  goes  to  dwell  in 
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her  husband's  wigwam  on  Sagamore  Hill,  now  a  part  of 
Lynn.  After  a  time  she  wishes  to  visit  her  childhood's 
home,  and  lier  mighty  lord  sends  an  escort  to  take  her 
there.  VVlicn  her  wish  is  thus  reaUzed  she  desires  to  return 
to  Wiimepurkil,  so  the  chief,  lier  father,  sends  a  request  to 
him  that  lie  will  send  for  his  bride.  This  he  haughtily  refu- 
ses to  do,  declaring  that  her  father  should  escort  her  back. 
The  chief  on  his  side  would  not  yield,  and  the  quarrel  con- 
tinues inucii  to  the  grief  of  Weetamoo  who  finally  settled 
the  matter  in  her  own  way,  and  seeks  her  husbands  wigwam 
alone.  The  poem  relates  her  tragic  fate,  but  legends  gives 
a  more  pleasant  ending  to  the  tale,  and  declares  her  wo- 
man's wit  guided  her  safely  back  to  Saugus,  and  her  proud 
lord. 

About  1656  a  strange  vessel  approached  the  shore  offlhe 
mouth  of  Saugus  river,  where  she  dropped  anchor.  When 
niglit  came  a  boat  was  lowered  and  four  men  rowed  silently 
up  tlie  river  to  the  hills  near  its  source.  There  they  landed 
and  struck  into  the  woods.  Doubtless  they  thought  them- 
selves uiiobserved.but  those  were  dangerous  times  and  sharp 
eyes  detected  and  followed  all  their  movements.  They  arose 
early  next  morning  to  learn  more  of  their  strange  visitors, 
but  the  vessel  had  disappeared,and  no  trace  of  the  crew  could 
be  discovered.  After  the  excitement  had  nearly  died  out,  a 
paper  was  found  by  one  of  the  workman  at  the  foundry, 
stating  that  if  a  certain  quantity  of  shackles  and  handcuffs 
with  some  other  articles  wei'e  made  and  deposited  with  se- 
crecy in  the  woods  at  a  certain  place,  their  value  in  silver 
would  be  left  in  their  stead.  The  instructions  were  followed 
and  the  money  found  as  promised. 

Later  the  four  men  returned  and  selected  for  their  abode 
one  of  the  most  secluded  spots  in  the  woods  of  Saugus.  In- 
terests is  added  to  the  tale  by  the  statement  that  the  chief 
brought  with  him  a  beautilul  woman.  Here  in  a  narrow  val- 
ley shut  in  by  craggy  rocks  they  built  a  hut,  and  here  the 
chiefs'  beautiful  bride  sickened  and  died.  After  a  time  their 
retreat  was  discovered,  and  three  of  them  were  taken  pris- 
oners to  England  where  they  suffered  the  penalty  of  their 
crime  upon  the  gibbet.  The  fourth  Thomas  Veale  escaped 
and  for  many  years  made  his  home  in  a  cave  which  the  pi- 
rales  had  used  as  a  store  house  for  their  treasures. 

In  1658,  an  earthquake  shook  the  settlement,  and  the  en- 
tire face  of  the  Dungeon  Rock  was  split  off.  The  cavern 
was  closed  forever,  and  the  legend  has  it  that  the  pirate  was 
shut  up  in  the  cave  with  his  treasures,  and  possibly  one  of 
the  village  maids  who  had  disappeared  some  months  pre- 
vious. 

The  treasure  believed  to  be  buried  in  the  heart  of  Dun- 
geon Rock  has  never  been  exhumed.  Forty  years  ago,  Hi- 
rim  Marble,  under  the  directions  of  spirit  mediums,  began 
a  search  for  it  which  has  made  himself  and  family  famous  in 
this  vicinity.  For  twenty  five  years  he  and  his  son  toiled 
early  and  late  to  unlock  the  secret  of  the  cliff.  When  the 
father  died,  tlie  son  carried  on  the  work  as  a  sacred  trust, 
until  he  too  died  in  the  same  delusion. 

A  visit  to  the  Pirates  Glen  and  Dungeon  Rock  is  full  of 
interest,  not  only  on  account  of  tliese  early  traditions. 
but  also  for  the  natural  beauty  of  the  place. 

in  1643  an  Iron  Foundry  was  established  in  Saugus  near 
the  source  of  the  Saugus  river,  the  first  manufacture  of  the 
kind  in  the  colonics.     It  had  an  eventful  but  unprofitable  ex- 


istence for  many  years.  The  chief  obstacle  to  its  success  be- 
ing lack  of  money.  The  iron  used  was  bog  ore,  and  a  very 
good  grade  ofcharcoal  iron  was  produced.  This  item  may 
be  of  interest  to  Piltsburghers,  as  it  is  not  generally  known 
where  the  first  iron  in  the  colonies  was  manufactured. 

In  the  old  Town  Hall  of  Lynn  the  voices  of  Garrison  and 
Phillips  were  often  heard  in  defense  of  the  Southern  slave, 
and  in  the  new  Town  Hall  of  Saugus  hangs  a  life-sized  por- 
trait of  the  great  orator,  Philli]>s,  jnesented  to  the  town  by 
his  brother,  George  William,  for  many  years  a  resident  and 
benefactor  of  the  town  and  the  church  of  which  Mr.  Heinen- 
way  is  pastor. 

Saugus  is  also  the  birth-place  of  Harrison  Grey  Atis,  who, 
with  his  wife,  did  so  much  for  the  relief  of  Massachusetts' 
soldiers  during  the  civil  war. 

The  natural  scenery  of  Saugus  is  remarkable  for  its  beauty 
and  variety.  Coining  into  Boston  one  would  hardly  expect 
to  find  so  romantic  a  spot  only  nine  miles  from  the  heart  of 
the  great,  busy  city.  Rugged  hills  meet  the  eye  in  all  di- 
rections, at  their  feet  nestle  sunny  lakes,  and  the  crooked 
river,  from  which  the  whole  territory  takes  its  name,  seeks 
its  way  through  marshes  to  the  sea.  The  huge  boulders  that 
crop  out  upon  thesurface  arc  a  striking  feature  of  the  scenery. 
Two  of  these  deserve  special  mention.  One  is  a  huge  flat 
rock  imbedded  in  the  ground  as  though  inlaid.  It  shows 
the  apparent  foot-prints  of  some  geological  animal,  and  rib- 
bing and  scratching  of  the  glacial  period.  It  is  called  in  tlie 
local  terminology  "  The  Devil's  Rock. 

The  other  notable  rock  is  called  "  Appleton's  Pulpit."  It 
is  a  cliff  rather  than  a  rock,  overlooking  the  central  part  of 
the  town.  From  this  as  a  rostrum  James  Appleton,  one  of 
the  early  settlers,  preached  to  a  large  company  oi  Indians 
and  settlers.  In  the  face  of  the  cliff  is  a  copper  tablet,  placed 
there  by  some  of  his  descendants,  to  commemorate  the  event. 
Mrs.  Miles  Standish  Hemknwav. 


Having  received  an  earnest  request  from  one  of  the  editors 
of  The  AlumN-e  Recorder  "  to  please  write  something 
for  the  paper"  I  have  ever  since  been  wondering  what  that 
"  something"  should  be.  Not  long  since  I  went  through  the 
Sherman  Cotton  Seed  Oil  Mill  and,  thinking  that  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  same  might  be  of  interest  to  the  readers  of  The 
Recorder,  I  have  concluded  to  tell  them  something  of  the 
process  by  which  oil  is  extrafted  from  the  cotton  seed.  This 
mill  was  established  here  about  eight  years  ago  by  a  Pitts- 
burgh firm,  and  has  since  grown  to  be  one  of  the  largest  of  its 
kind  in  the  State. 

In  the  process  of  ginning  some  of  the  cotton  is  left  clinging 
to  the  seed,  and  this  is  first  removed  by  means  of  the  "  linter.' ' 
The  cotton  taken  off  in  this  way  is  sold  for  batting.  The 
seed  passes  from  the  "  linter"  into  the  "  huller,"  which  re- 
moves the  hull  or  outside.  The  inside  or  "  meat"  is  ground 
up,  then  heated  and  pressed  to  extract  the  oil.  The  cakes 
taken  from  the  press  are  sold  as  fertilizers,  a  greater  part  of 
which  go  to  England.  The  broken  cakes  are  ground  up  into 
meal,  and,  mixed  with  the  hulls,  it  makes  excellent  food  for 
cattle.  The  oil  is  refined  in  this  mill,  is  barrelled  and  sent  to 
France  from  whence  it  returns  to  us  as  "Pure  Olive  Oil." 
You  will  notice  that  nothing  is  wasted  in  this  process,  and, 
as  one  of  the  proprietors  remarked,  "  We  sell  everything  but 
the  smoke." 
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ALUMNA  RECORDER. 


I  wonder  how  many  of  the  girls  of  '79  remember  the 
"Little  Senior"  ofllieLone  Star  State?  She  sends  greetings 
to  every  one,  and,  with  best  wishes  for  tliem  all,  remains 

Very  truly,  M.  M.  J. 

Sherman,  Texas. 

No  ONE  can  fail  to  be  interested  in  the  recent  remarkable 
discoveries  in  Eg>'pt,  as  they  have  thrown  new  light  upon 
many  things  concerning  which  the  world  has  long  been  in 
darkness.  Many  vexed  questions  are  now  clearly  settled 
by  the  finding  of  ancient  relics  and  mummies.  The  most 
recent  discovery  is  that  of  the  embalmed  Pharaohs  in  a  sep- 
ulcher  at  Deir  el-Bahaei  on  the  Nile.  Rev.  Dr.  Chas.  S. 
Robinson,  of  New  York,  in  his  lecture  on  "  The  Pharaoh  of 
the  Bondage  and  the  Exodus,"  says, 

"  In  the  Summer  of  only  last  year,  1886,  the  mummy  of 
Sell  I.,  and  tliat  of  his  extraordinary  son,  Rameses  II.,  with 
that  of  Rameses  III.,  and  that  of  Thotmes  III.,  tlie  obelisk- 
maker,  were  divested  of  the  resinous  shrouds  they  were 
buried  in,  and  the  inscriptions  were  read  with  skilled  knowl- 
edge of  the  characters  the  priests  had  used  in  the  funeral 
rites  and  liturgies.  So  now  there  is  visible  in  the  Museum 
at  Cairo  a  long  row  of  mummies,  whose  very  names  fill  our 
entire  imagination  with  amazement.  There  is  the  king  who 
knew  Joseph,  and  the  king  of  after  times  wiio  knew  not  Jo- 
seph ;  there  is  the  father  of  Pharaoh's  daughter  and  the 
founder  of  the  dynasty  that  dwell  in  Zoan.  They  are  dead 
as  stones,  but  each  '  being  dead  yet  speaketh,'  as  plainly  as 
did  Abel. 

"  It  may  be  a  literal  fact,  that -we  can  yet  look  upon  the 
lips  which  said  to  Jacob  tlie  words,  '  How  old  art  thou?' 
Nay,  we  can  look  upon  the  hollow  eyes  where  once  flashed 
the  meanness  with  which  Pharaoh  said  :  '  Every  son  that  is 
born  ye  shall  cast  into  the  river.'  How  real  such  revelations 
make  these  Pharaohs  to  become  !  What  confirmation  of 
Scripture  are  appearing,  now  close  at  hand  1 

"  A  great  wealth  of  interesting  information  has  just  come 
to  us.  Domestic  life  as  it  was  in  the  days  of  Joseph  and  the 
Kyksos  kings,  is  under  exhibition.  Tanis  is  discovered ; 
Pharaoh's  little  world  is  open  as  Moses  and  Aaron  once 
saw  it. 

"  How  is  this  ?  The  Egyptians  believed  that  each  soul  of 
a  human  being  was  wont  to  return  sometimes  to  the  body  it 
used  to  inhabit.  They  therefore  embalmed  the  corpse  speed- 
ily after  death,  with  the  view  of  preserving  it  absolutely 
through  the  elernily  of  years. 

"  It  need  give  no  surprise  whatsoever  to  us  that  the  bodies 
of  veritable  men  and  women,  who  lived  four  thousand  years 
ago,  are  still  on  the  earth,  unchanged  in  lineament  and  fea- 
ture. Not  unlikely  there  are  countless  thousands  of  those 
who  saw  Joseph  on  his  throne  in  Egypt  now  lying  undis- 
turbed in  their  sycamore  coffins,  their  hands  on  their  breasts. 
their  eyes  closed,  their  funeral  garlands  still  twined.  We 
have  lived  through  the  ages,  till,  in  these  last  few  months, 
there  is  offered  before  the  entire  world  a  new  species  of  logi- 
cal argument,  a  fresh  kind  of  evidence  of  Christianity." 

Dr.  Robinson's  book  would  be  a  valuable  addition  to  the 
College  Library.  The  succeeding  junior  classes  would  be 
fortunate  in  having  access  to  it  in  connection  with  their  study 
of  Alexander's  "  Evidences, "  and  all  of  the  students  would 
find  it  intensely  interesting. 

Class  of  '8r.  Nellie  Svkes. 


ON    THE     TENTH    ANNIVERSARY    OF     THE 
CLASS    OF    'yj. 

Sliiill  I  tell  you  a  dream,  xay  dnss males,  a  dream  of  only  last  night. 
Which  bore  me  o'er  mounLiin  and   river,  through  stents  ihal  were  dear  to 
my  sight  ? 

Soft  music  invited  me  onward,  fair  fmgcrs  beckoned  to  me. 

And  lo !  in  the  dim,  mazy  dislnnce  n  voice  murmured,  "  Come  and  see." 

My  spirit  responds  to  ihe  music,  the  ronii,  the  voice  was  so  near, 
I  stretch  out  my  arms  to  the  vision  and  feel  not  a  sembUnce  of  fear. 

I  ga/e  where  thu  white  fingers  point  nie,  and  wriUen  in  onyx  and  gold 
I  recognize  "Seventy-seven,"  like  we  wore  on  our  rings  of  old. 

And  entwined  in  a  silver  tangle,  ran  the  words  as  a  fresh  green  vine, 

"  Ne  tenles  "  and  then  "Aut  perfice,"  'twas  a  glimpse  of  auM  lang  syne. 

Sweet  spirit,  I  pray  you,  where  dwelleth  those  twenty  fair  maidens  of  yore. 
Whose  influence.  like  incense,  is  wafted  and  scattered  from  shore  to  shore  ? 

Is  it  quaint  and  picturcstjue  Kilbuck,  in  ils  bloom  of  spring-lime  glow. 
Where  wreaths  of  while  blossoms  are  twining  Tot  Flora — the  voice  says 


And  motions  me  on  where  ten  olhers  as  brave  and  plucky  as  she 
Are  bearing  malrimonial  burdens,  with  the  help  of  philosophy. 

And  I  saw  in  my  dream  the  faces  of  Lillian  and  Grace  and  Mame; 
Then  faintly  three  friends  from  Ohio,  you  know  them,  'tis  needless  to  name 

And  I  heard  a  pleasant  voice  saying.  "  One  more  calls  Ohio  her  home  "; 
'Twas  May,  children  clustered  about  her — she  added,  "  I'm  never  alone." 

Then  Marguerite  in  her  frame  of  gold  hair,  and  May  with  her  gentle  smile, 
Slought,  laughing,  but  Relzic  so  tmnquil,  'twas  ihus  did  my  dream  beguile. 

Slr.iight  and  swift  did  (he  spirit  draw  me  to  the  South,  of  storied  past. 
Where  Anne,  'mid  |iine  woods  and  rosci,  culled  memories  fain  lo  lasL 

To  mingle  in  joyous  reunion  with  friends  on  Alumuie  day. 

Where  Margaret  gives  greeting,  and  Effie,  who  ere  long  sails  far  aw.iy. 

But  one  glimpse  of  our  old   friend  Dolly,  then  the  voice  whispers  low  in 

■■  See  the  fair  Buds  .Sara  is  training,  that  Promise  to  bloom  this  year." 

While  I  said  lo  my  guide,  "There  remaineili  one  more  classmate  fond  and 

A  cloud  in  the  far  West  uplifted  and  I  s.-iw  the  face  of  Sue. 

"  I  loo,"  she  said,  "  will  be  wilh  you  on  our  tenth  anniversary. 

To  congratulate  old  maids,  and  nialrons,  and  the  bride  thai  is  lo  be." 

So  I  tell  you  my  dream,  my  classmates,  my  dream  of  only  last  night ; 
When  we  meet  in  our  glad  reunion  will  it  prove,  think  you,  quite  right  ? 

Can  it  be  thai  we're  (en  years  older  than  we  were  Commencement  Day, 
When  life  they  said  was  but  beginning,  and  our  school-Jays  only  play. 

Has  the  prophetic  voice  of  class-day  echoed  words  long  since  come  true? 
Have  ihe  lines  of  heritage  Tallen  in  pleasant  places  for  you  ? 

Our  spring-time  has  passed,  and  the  summer  oflife  has  burst  into  bloom, 
The  blo.ssoni  will  fade,  bul  the  Master  will  gather  Ihe  fruit  at  high-noon. 


MERITED     SUCCESS     IN     BUSINESS. 


THE    HOUSE    OF 


H.  KLEBEI^  &  BI^OTHEI^, 

506    WOOD    STREET, 

The  oldest  Music  House  in  Pittsburgh.  Having  been  upward  of  fifty  years  in  the  Music  business,  they  enjoy  the 
confidence  and  highest  regard  of  all  with  whom  they  have  dealt  in  their  long  experience,  which  could  only  be  gained  by 
fair  and  lionorable  dealings  with  the  public — the  policy  they  always  pursue,  and  which  has  so  fully  established  their  repu- 
tation in  the  music  world. 

They  claim  the  honor  of  having  first  introduced  in  Western  Pennsylvania,  the 

GREAT  STEINWAY  vf  CHIGKERING  PIANOS, 

the  Leading  Pianos  of  the  World,  and  which  to-day  stand  hl^ditr  tlian  c-VL-r  and  are  even  nnjre  perfei5t  than  ever. 
Also,  the  wonderful  OPERA  PIANO,  the  finest  Piano  in  the  world  for  lh<.>  niujiey,  5,000  "Operas"  sold  in 
Pittsburgh  and  vicinity.     Warraiilfd  for  EIGHT  years.     Also,  the   BURDETT    ORGANS. 


Miss  M.  DALZELL, 

912  penn  avenue, 

Pittsburgh,  Pa. 


SHOES.  *  SLIPPERS.  *  SHOES, 
Cain  ^i  Ijerner. 


OUR      SPECIALTIES: 

)l20es  #  and  #  SlippGr-s, 

OF  THE  LATEST  STYLES, 

White  Satin  Slippers  Made  to  ffleasnre. 


Cain  &  Yerker, 

Fifth  Avenue  and  iVlarket   Street, 

PITTSBURGH,    PA. 


MyRDOCH,  KERR  &  GQ. 

(lominorciiil  ■  printers, 


53  Ninth  Street, 


#   FINE    SHOES.  ® 


LADIES',  MISSES'  AND  CHILDREN'S 

SHOES  P^^  SLIPPERS. 


AI.L    THE    LATEST    STYLES. 


E.  C.  BURT'S  FINE  SHOES 
H.  J.  KING, 

29  Fifth  Avenue,  -         PITTSBURGH. 

Mail     Ordei'H    SoUoUea. 


H.  ^V^^ATTB    &    CO. 

Booksellers,  Stationers  and  Engravers, 

No.    431    WOOD    STREET,    PfTTSBURGH. 
ALL     THE     NEW    BOOKS     RECEIVED     AS     SOON    AS     PUBLISHED. 

THE  NEWEST  SHAPES  AHD  STYLES  OP  WEITING  PAEEHS. 

Card.  Wedding  and  Invitation  Engraving  executed  in  the  best  style.      A  large  variety  ol 
LAWK  TENNIS  in  all  the  best  manufactures. 


JI.  G.  JlcjiJ^lOfLT  &  WO. 


BOOKSEXLERS, 

Sl2xIioi]er5  Aud  En<Jr(\ver5, 

443   WOOD   ST.,    PITTSBURGH. 


GJIO.  W.  :piGGS  &  GO. 

Fii^e  Watcl^es,  RIg\)  cJcweli^. 

Speeiiil  fltteutiun  givoti  to  tlie  llo|iiiiririg  uf  Fine:  "Wjitvlics  ntirl 
till!  Htselting  nf  Diiiinonds. 

Corner  Sixth  Avenue  and  Smithfield  Street  (Lewis  ElockX 


cm  K.  ste;v^n^on  k  co. 

SIXXI-I     AVENUE. 

DEALERS     IN 

Rir]0  «  (2rGG0ri0s 


TABLE    DELICACIES. 


VINCENT  S'  SCOTT, 
Ger?epal  ■>  Up^QlstiepePS, 

S232  PENN  AVENUE,  E.  E. 

INTERIOR  *  DEGORATIONS, 


Mattresses,  Bedding,  etc. 


Ti'li'lilliini'   ,1<)KI. 


H.  P.  KUHN, 

NoveItie5  in  GI^55  M  Cliine. 

11  FR.INKSTOWN  AffiNUE, 

EAST    END,  PITTSBURGH. 


517    WOOD    STREET, 

WALL    PAPEI^ 

ol"  iill  qmilities  iu  great  variety. 

TEI-KI-MOTXE    949. 

WM.    TRINKLE,    Manager. 


BOVARD,  ROSE  ^^^  CO. 

Lio-iii-im    and    Linoleurii.- 

GARPETS, 

Curtains  and  Poles,  Mattings  and  Window  Shades, 

39  Fifth  Ave.,  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 


•  FUeVERS.  « 

For  Roses  and   Beautiful  Gut  Flowers,  or 

Floral    Decorations,    in   the    Latest 

Styles  and  Choicest  Flowers, 

call    upon    or  send   to 

John  J^.  &  A-  Murdoch, 

PLOKISTS,  508  SMITHFIELD  ST. 


MURDOCH.  KERR  &.  CO. 

Commercial  Printers. 
5;j  Ninth  St.,  Pittsburgh. 
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